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TO THE 

RIGHT HONOURABLE LORD ELCHO, 

&c. &c. &c. 


My beak Elcho, 

I BEG- leave to dedicate tliis volume to you, not only as my Elmsman, 
but as a Brother Sportsman, and one whose unrivalled celebrity as a 
Horseman, and a Deer-stalker, renders him peculiarly well calculated to 
reflect honour on a work of this nature. 

Knowing you, as I do, to be a proficient in the noble art of wood-craft, 
and fully alive to the beauties of the grooved barrel, I trust that the 
Indian adventures of The Old Forest Banger ” may serve, like the silly 
ballads of a wandering minstrel, to wile away an idle hour ; and, if so, the 
grim auld Carle ” will have fully accomplished the object I had in view in 
sending him to your door. 

Believe me ever. 

My dear Elcho, 

Your affectionate Cousin, 

WALTEB CAMPBELL. 






PEEFACE 


TO 

THE SECOND EDITION. 


That slirewd old fox Burton, in his Anatomy of Melanctoly^’’ a work 
which, of all others, most unmercifully exposes the nalcedness of poor human 
nature, asserts that Authors are the most vainglorious of all animals : — 
They are like deformed women, who easily believe those that tell them 
they are fair.” 

You have only to praise a scholar, and straightway ^^he will eviscerate 
himself like a spider — study till he dies,” 

They affect to write, de contemptu glorios^ yet wiU they put their names 
to their books.” 

’Tis their only study, day and night, to be commended and applauded, 
when indeed, in all wise men’s judgments, they are empty vessels, funges, 
beside themselves, derided, ^ Et ut camelus in proverhio^ qumrem cornua^ 
etiam quos habehat aures amisiV ” 

Or, in plain English, they are like the camel in the fable, who prayed to 
Jupiter for horns, and was punished for his ambition by losing his ears. 

Unpleasant truths are these ; with a shrewd hint, methinks, to us small 
fry, that if we are fortunate enough to get through a first edition, we 
had better leave well alone, and not tempt our fate by venturing on a 
second. 
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And yet/’ remarks a sarcastic looking old gentleman, in the face of 
all this, you must needs yield to the demon of vanity, and not only put 
forth a second edition, but eviscerate yourself, like a spider, in spinning a 
prefatory cobweb, wherewith, forsooth, to catch the unwary Public I ” 

’Tis true, most learned critic, and pity ’tis, ’tis true,” perhaps. — But 
have patience I pray thee : we have not yet done with our friend Burton, 
The old moral anatomist, severe though he be upon such as, like de- 
formed women,” are too ready to swallow compliments, does not forget to 
have a slap at those who run into the opposite extreme, and affect to con- 
temn all praise.” 

They think themselves free when, indeed, they are most mad. Like 
Diogenes, intus gloriantur^ they brag inwardly, feed themselves fat with 
self-conceit, which is no better than hypocracy.” 

Now, I never was an admirer of the philosopher in the tub, and have no 
wish to be suspected of hypocracy therefore. Sir Critic, with all due 
deference to your superior judgment, I shall tell the truth, and honestly 
confess that I was flattered by the very gratifying reception which the first 
edition of the Old Forest Ranger ” met with at the hands of the public. 
The greater part of the impression was disposed of within six months ; 
and in twelve months, from the date of publication, the book was out of 
print. This unexpected success was naturally gratifying to me as an un- 
known author, and not the less so, from the circumstance of my having 
published at my own risk, no one thinking it worth his while to stand 
godfather to an unfledged bantling. And now that a second edition has 
been called for, it would be mere affectation of modesty on my part not to 
acknowledge that I respond to the call with the greatest possible pleasure. 
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and launch, the second edition without hesitation, confidently hoping that it 
will not be less well received than was the first. 

The work has been carefully revised, many errors which had crept into 
the first edition have been corrected, and some slight additions have been 
made to the notes ; and having been got up not only in an entirely new 
form, but at a reduced price, it is hoped that the Old Forest Eanger ” will 
be found in every respect improved. 

It now only remains for me to return my grateful thanks to the Pubhc 
in general, and my fair readers in particular, for their very kind reception 
of the Old Forest Eanger,” on his first appearance, and to express a hope 
that the venerable sportsman may yet again be cheered by the smile of 
beauty. 

w. c. 



Skipness, December, 1844. 





PEEFACE TO THE FIEST EDITION. 


Thebe is an old Scotch, saying, more remarkable for truth than elegance, 
to this effect — Gie the Loon an inch, and he’ll tak’ an ell,” and this, I 
fear, may, with some propriety, be applied to me in the present instance. 

The kind reception I met with, under the disguise of The Old Forest 
Ranger,” has encouraged me to reprint, in a connected form, my papers on 
Indian Field Sports, which have appeared, from time to time, in the pages 
of the New Monthly Magazine,” and once more to sue for favour at the 
hands of the public. 

I have introduced two new Chapters, and made some other slight addi- 
tions to the original matter, which, with the aid of a few illustrations, 
derived from sketches made in India, and tolerably copious notes, con- 
taining descriptions and authentic anecdotes of the various animals 
mentioned in the work, may, I hope, induce my former kind Readers 
once more to smile upon the " Old Forest Ranger,” in his new jerkin. 

Whether I have acted a prudent part, or not, in so doing, still remains 
to be proved. But, stand or fall, the deed is done. I have thrown aside 
the spectacles and red nightcap of Koondah, and now, in my own name, 
venture to crave, from an hitherto indulgent pubKc, a lenient criticism of 
the Old Forest Ranger’s many imperfections. 

That there are defects of style, I am fully aware, and am prepared to 
submit, with resignation, to any chastisement which the gentle Critics may 
see fit to inflict upon me, for my sins in this respect. But I feel myself 
entitled to claim for my descriptions — Indian stories^ though they be — 
the merit of authenticity. 

My object in writing the following pages was to present my readers with 
a faithful sketch of some of the more exciting Field Sports of India ; and. 
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to insure my doing so, I confined myself almost exclusively to the descrip- 
tion of such scenes and adventures as either my Brother, or I, or both of 
us — for we himted in couples occasionally — have witnessed. The few 
exceptions which occur to this general rule, are anecdotes which I have had 
from men, on whose word I could place implicit reliance, and for which I 
have given my authority in the notes. To my Brother, Mr. George 
Campbell of the Bombay Civil Service, I am indebted for many valuable 
extracts from his Indian Journal. 

My Characters are purely fictitious, and are merely introduced, like the 
subordinate performers in Van Amburg’s exhibitions, to serve as foils to the 
wild beasts, and to avoid the repetition of that eternal egotistical I, which is 
so disagreeable in a personal narrative. 

Should these pages ever meet the eye of any of my Brother OflScers of 
the 62 nd Eegiment— the Eegiment in which I began my military career, 
and in whose ranks I visited «the Land of the Sun”— I beg to assure 
them that “Watty Campbell” the ^‘Jungle Wcdlah*” in spite of time and 
distance, has stiH a warm comer in his heart for the old “Wiltshire 
Springers,” in whose society he has spent so many happy days, by sea and 
by land, in quarters and in camp, at the mess-table, and in the hunting-field. 

To my late Brother Officers of the Eoyal Fusiliers, I would also beg to* 
offer a word of kind remembrance, with the assurance that, although 
circumstances rendered my stay among them more brief than I could have 
wished, I shall ever look back, with pride and pleasme, to the short time 
I had the honour of serving in that distinguished corps. 

And to all those who are kind enough to devote an idle hour to the Old 
Man’s idle tales, I beg to offer my most grateful 

w.c. 

wad Mm of the Woods-n>y regimental 
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CHAPTER I. 

A WORD FROM THE OLD FOREST RANGER. 

EADER, couldst thou See US, as we are now, re- 
posing in our easy chair ; our once muscular limbs 
swathed in flannel bandages ; a red woollen night- 
cap covering our scanty locks ; and our stubborn 
back bending, at length, under the weight of 
fourscore years ; thou wouldst find it hard to 
credit that this trembling hand, which now can 
scarcely guide the pen, was wont, of yore, to 
poise, with deadly aim, yon long-barrelled rifle ; 
or that the grim trophies of the chase, which grace the walls of our fa- 
vourite study, and on which we still gaze with all the pride of an American 
savage sitting amidst the smoke-dried scalps of his enemies, were fairly 
ta’en, in sylvan warfare, by the white-headed Old Man who now ventures to 
address thee. 

Yet so it is, gentle reader — The Old Forest Eanger, once the terror of 
wild beasts, is now reduced to this. — Think not, however, that we repine 
at our lot.— The old dog hath had his day, — a right merry day it was too 
— and although in our declining years, we look back, with pleasure, to the 
exploits of our youth, we do so, also, with feelings of gratitude to our 
Maker, who hath protected us through many dangers, and brought us back 
in safety, from a far distant land, to lay our aged bones in the same romantic 
glen of our beloved Highlands, where first we drew the breath of life. 

We have been gazing, for the last hour, upon the trophies which surround 
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US, till our head swims, and our heart burns, with glowing recollections of 
how each grinning savage bled and died. — The soul-stirring scenes come 
so vividly before us, that we feel an irresistible temptation to commit our 
thoughts to paper. And write we will, if it be only for the sake of 
furnishing one other instance of feline ferocity, besides the tragical fate of 
poor Monro — an anecdote which, in spite of its being half a century old, 
and worn to tatters by constant use, still continues to be quoted, with 
undiminished satisfaction, by every writer who wishes to impress his readers 
with a wholesome dread of the tiger’s cannibal propensities ; as if it were 
the only well-authenticated instance on record, of such a catastrophe. 

We feel it also to be due to the character of our brother hunters, who 
pursue the 

“ Crafty dysporte of venery” 

in a gentlemanlike manner, to disabuse the minds of such of our readers 
as may have been led away by the accounts of travelled cockneys, and 
seduced into the belief that Indian sportsmen indulge in the vile practices of 
shooting hog on the plains, hunting bagged jackals, redolent of asafootida, 
and slaying pea-fowl in jungles frequented by deer. 

Such things are done no doubt ; and done, perhaps, by men who rejoice 
in the name of sporting characters^ but not by sportsmen. 

The man who shoots a hog in a hunting country in India, is held up to 
greater execration than a convicted vulpecide would be in Leicestershire. 
No man who can ride well up to an old gray boar, will ever demean 
himself or his good horse, by following a poor, dripping, broken-hearted 
vermin, till he is trotted to death by a parcel of mangy curs. And we 
have invariably remarked that those who habitually indulge in the innocent 
pastime of peacock and jungle-fowl shooting, are young gentlemen who 
having devoted their early youth to the rearing of tame rabbits, have never 
learnt to appreciate the beauties of a grooved barrel^ and have, therefore, 
signally failed in their attempts upon nobler game ; or as a qriaint friend of 
ours used to express himself. 
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They have found the wild bucks so extremely hashful that no hunter 
could approach them.” 

We have yet another reason for writings gentle reader, but this we must 
whisper in thine ear. 

We have, long ago, exhausted the patience of our good old lady, the 
minister, and the doctor ; indeed of aU the inhabitants of the parish who 
have been simple enough to let us decoy them into our den. — The pre- 
liminary clearing of the throat, which they recognize too well, as the prelude 
to an Indian story, invariably drives them from our presence ; and being no 
longer able to command a private hearer, we have resolved upon the desperate 
experiment of making an attack upon the public. 

Hurra I We have renewed our youth, like the royal bird from whose 
wing our pen was plucked. (It is our fancy, gentle reader, ever to write 
with an eagle’s quill.) The fire of other days is in our blood. — Our eye is, 
once more, bright. — We cast off our spectacles as an useless encumbrance, 
and grasp our long neglected rifle, which for years, hath slumbered peacefully 
above the fire-place, reposing upon the brow-antlers of a noble stag. — The 
dark Spirit of the woods is upon us. The angry roar of the wounded tiger 
is in our ears. And we snort like an aged war-horse, who hath been roused 
by the trumpet’s sound, as we look back, through the long vista of bygone 
years, on the sylvan warfare of our youth. 

We see thee now, thou green spot in the wilderness where first we 
pitched our soHtary hunter’s tent. Oft have the gloomy arches of the 
eternal forest, in which thou art embossed, echoed to the crack of our 
trusty rifle. Oft has thy green herbage been stained with the life-blood of 
the stately bison. 

Hurra ! for the wild woods ! 

Hurra ! for the headlong charge of the mighty bull ! And thrice Hurra ! 
for the deadly grooved barrel before which he bows his proud forehead to 
the dust ! ! 

But hush ! We are getting besides ourselves. Our unusual fit of 
excitement hath got the better of our discretion. And our much respected 
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consort, who was approaching to administer our morning potation of 
Atlwl-brose, hath fled in dismay, wringing her hands, and proclaiming 
aloud that, 

“ The Laird hath gaen Iwrn-wud! ” 

We must compose ourselves, else we shall lose oiu- character as well as 
our Athol-brose. 

Sol We have pacified om? better-half, qualFed our morning cup, and 
replaced our spectacles with becoming gravity. — The Spirit of the woods 
hath passed away. — We have laid aside oim rifle, resumed our eagle quill, 
and the Old Forest Eanger hath once more subsided into a douce and 
cannie carle. 

Header, if thou art, like us, a thorough-paced old sportsman, one who 
hath advanced through all the progressive stages of practical gunnery, from 
the firing of twopenny cannon, on the king’s birth-day, to the scientific use 
of the grooved barrel — If thou hast a soul capable of appreciating the 

manifold beauties of that most perfect weapon the double barrelled rifle, 

armed with which the solitary hunter wanders fearless among the savage 
beasts of the wilderness. If, in short, thou art as great an enthusiast in the 
noble art of wood-craft, as we were in our younger days, we trust that even 
our imperfect sketches of Indian field-sports, may afford thee an hour’s 
amusement. Thou wilt be ready to make every allowance for the defects 
of a brother sportsman’s style ; and to thee, therefore, we thiriV it unneces- 
sary to make any apology, for asking thee to accompany us into the woods. 

It may, perhaps, remind thee of old times. 

Header, if thou art no sportsman, then we do feel some dehcacy in 
asking thee to join us, lest thou shouldst be disappointed. If thou art 
im^ned to shoulder a rifle and follow us in our wanderings, we say come, 
and welcome ! We shall be right proud of thy company ; and shall do our 
best to mspire thee with that wild spirit of adventure which imparts the 
pmcipal charm to an Indian hunter’s life. But we forewarn thee that thou 
wilt be mtroduced to savage men, and savage beasts; and if such society 
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Kketh thee not, we pray thee to remember that the blame lies not at our 
door. 

Header, if thou art a critic, dogging our path for the unworthy purpose 
of noting every false step, and picking holes in a poor old man’s coat, we 
say, — Aroint thee ! We go armed; and aged though we be, have not yet 
forgotten how to handle a rifle. 

We hardly dare to hope that the gentler sex will so far honour us, as 
to illuminate our blood-stained pages, with the sunshine of their eyes. But, 
in the event of our being so highly favoured, we feel that, to them, some 
apology is due for introducing them to such uncouth scenes. 

Tailing our bonnet, then, and bowing full low, we would thus crave 
permission to address our fair reader. 

We are but a poor old Forester, gentle lady ; one unfit to tell a tale in 
lady’s bower. But, as hunters of old were wont to offer up grim trophies 
of the chase at the shrine of beauty, so do we venture to lay this unworthy 
volume at thy feet. Spurn it not, gentle lady. It is all an Old Forester 
has to offer, and, for thy sake, he heartily wishes it more worthy of thy 
perusal. 
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CHAPTEK IL 

A day’s hunting on the neilgherry hills. 

j)T was on one of those heavenly mornings peculiar 
to the climate of the Neilgherry Hills^ where 
the brilliancy of a tropical sky is combined with 
the freshness of an European sunrise, that three 
handsome Arab horses, accoutred for the field and 
each led by a native horsekeeper, might be seen 
slowly passing to and fro in front of one of the 
pretty little thatched cottages which, scattered 
irregularly over the sides of the hills, form the 
Cantonment of Ootacamund, Presently a group 
of three sportsmen, in hunting dresses, issued from the doorway, and the 
impatient steeds snorted and pawed the ground, as if to welcome the ap- 
proach of their riders, 

A fine scenting day this, lads,” exclaimed the elder of the party, 
looking up towards the sky, and carefully buttoning a warm spencer over 
his green hunting-coat. 

The speaker was a man apparently about fifty years of age : his hair, 
which had originally been dark brown, was slightly sprinkled with gray, 
and the corpulence of his figure would, at first sight, have led one to suppose 
that his sporting-days were over. But the healthy though dark colour of 
his cheek, showed that he had spent much of his time in the open air, 
whilst his firm step and piercing eye convinced one that he could still breast 
a hill, or squint along a clouded barrel with some hopes of success. 

The second person in the group was a tall wiry figure, whose large bones 
and weU-knit joints gave promise of great strength and unusual activity. 
He was accoutred in a short round jacket of fustian, the colour of which 
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approaclied as nearly as possible to the faded tints of withered fern or dry 
bamboo. His legs were cased in long leggings of deer-skin, which reached 
half-way up the thigh, and were fastened by a strap to his girdle ; his head 
was covered by a small cap of Astracan fur, and an ammunition-pouch of 
dressed bearskin was tightly buckled round his waist by a broad leathern 
belt, into which was also thrust a hunting-knife of unusual size, with a 
buckhorn handle handsomely mounted in silver. His accoutrements alto- 
gether were those of a half-reclaimed savage ; but the aristocratic cast of 
his features, the proud glance of his eye, and his erect military carriage, 
declared at once the gentleman, the soldier, and the daring sportsman. 
His complexion had been tanned to the colour of mahogany by long ex- 
posure to a tropical sun, his short upper lip was shaded by black mustaches, 
and the expression of his countenance gave one the idea of a silent and re- 
served person, who, from long habit and perhaps from having spent much 
of his time in solitary rambles through the trackless forest, had acquired 
much of the stoical philosophy of an American Indian, and, like him, was 
very cautious of betraying his feelings. A keen observer of human nature, 
however, might have detected, in the occasional flash of his dark eye, 
evident tokens of a fiery and restless spirit, weU disciplined, indeed, but ready 
to burst forth if occasion required, like the sudden eruption of a volcano. 

The third person, who stood by his side, formed a striking contrast, both 
in appearance and dress, to the weather-beaten sportsmen. He was a 
slender fair-haired lad, apparently about eighteen years of age, whose rosy 
complexion and boyish manner showed that he had but lately emerged from 
the thraldom of school discipline, and had not as yet braved the fiery climate 
of India for more than a few months. In short, he had all the appearance 
of a gentlemanlike young man, who had but lately arrived from England, 
and was still in aU the happy ignorance of early griffinage. His glossy new 
hat, fashionably-cut green hunting-coat, breeches of virgin-white, and well 
polished top-boots, were sufficient to convince the most casual observer that 
he belonged to that unhappy race of mortals who, for twelve months 
after their arrival in the Honourable Company’s dominions, are considered 
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fair game both by Europeans and Natives, and get unmercifully plucked — 
for the very good, and to them, no doubt, satisfactory, reason, that they are 
only Grijffins. 

The party had just descended the steps of the veranda, and were about 
to mount their horses, when the sylph-like figure of a lovely girl appeared 
in the doorway, and rushing towards the elder of the party, with her fair 
hair streaming in the breeze, playfully imprinted a kiss on his weather- 
beaten cheek. 

Ah ! you little rogue ! ” exclaimed he ; what has roused you from 
your bed at this early hour ? ” 

“ The desire to say good morning to you. Papa, and to wish you success. 
You know you never have good sport unless I see you off and give you a 
sprig of my charmed heather-bush to stick in your cap. The last time I 
did so you killed that large tiger which now stands stuffed in the veranda. 
But as you are so ungrateful as to forget the potency of your little Fairy’s 
spell, you shall have no heather to-day. My gentle cousin shall bear the 
palm,’' cried she, as she turned towards the younger of the party. Come 
hither, Charles ; you have declared yourself my true Knight, and as such 
are bound by all the laws of chivalry to wear my colours in your cap. 
Kneel, Sir, and receive the favour with becoming humility.” 

Charles knelt at the feet of his fair kinswoman, whilst she, with a roguish 
look of mock gravity, fixed in his cap a small bunch of heath — a plant 
which even in the cool climate of the Keilgherry hills is reared as an exotic 
— saying, as she did so. 

Arise, Sir Knight ; be daring and bold, do credit to my badge, and 
presume not to return into this presence without some trophy worthy to be 
laid at my feet.” 

The elder Lorimer was by this time in the saddle, and shouting im- 
patiently to his nephew. 

Charles hastily kissed the hand of the pretty tyrant, while she, doing 
her best to look afS-onted at his presumption, turned from him with a dig- 
nified toss of her little head, courtesied demurely to Captain MgT^afip1.q and 
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bounded into tbe bouse like a young antelope. The two young men 
mounted in haste, and following the elder Lorimer, dashed down the hiU 
at a smart gallop. 

Charles was, or was not, in love with his pretty cousin Kate, just as my 
fair readers (if I am so far honoured as to have any) may think probable : 
I am no judge of such matters. But as he rattled his fiery little Arab 
down the steepest part of the hill, with a careless seat and slackened rein, 
he certainly appeared absent, to say nothing of his humming to himself, 
but loud enough to be overheard by his companions, a love-lorn ditty, 
about music, love, and flowers. In this amusement, however, he was soon 
interrupted by a long whistle of astonishment from his uncle, accompanied 
by a thundering injunction, to mind his bridle-hand, and not break the 
horse’s knees, although he was perfectly welcome to take what liberties he 
liked with his own neck. 

Why, Charles,” continued old Lorimer, " you look like a moon-struck 
poet, more fit to wield a grey goose-quill than a rifle. Music, love, and 
flowers, indeed ! Hang it, the boy must either be in love, or a born 
simpleton. Stay till you hear my pups giving tongue together, like a 
chime of bells, with the crack of a two-ounce rifle, and the whistle of a 
rugged bullet by way of accompaniment ; that is the music for the woods, 
whatever little weakness you may choose to give way to amongst the 
womankind.” 

"Well, well,” interrupted Charles, "never mind, uncle ; you know I have 
not yet had much experience in field-sports, and you can hardly expect me 
to be an enthusiast in the art ; but I trust that, tmder your good tuition, I 
shall soon improve. I have been told that pea-fowl and jungle-fowl are 
numerous in these hills ; and I have with me a double-barrelled gun, by 
Purdie, which, I flatter myself, will do some execution amongst them,” 

" Pea-fowl, jungle-fowl, and a double-barrelled gun ! ” exclaimed the old 
gentleman, checking his horse, and turning towards his nephew, with a 
look of the most sovereign contempt. "Why, you misbegotten whelp, do you 
take me for one of those thistle-whipping vermin who prowl about the 
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woods with a smooth-bored popgun, murdering partridges and quail? who 
flog their unliappy curs if they show blood enough to give tongue on the 
slot of a deer, and get drunk for very joy, if, by any lucky chance, one of 
the imps succeeds in circumventing a pea-fowl ? Do you suppose, sir, that 
those noble hounds, which were sent on this morning to the hunting ground, 
attended by twenty well-armed beaters, are kept to scour the woods for 
quail, or that my favourite rifle, ^kill-devh,’ which, this very season, has cut 
a ragged hole in the dun Hdes of thirty deer, not to mention a few bears and 
tigers, is a weapon to be soiled with the blood of jackals ? I tell thee, boy, 

I have not had a smooth barrel in my hands these twenty years : the thing 
does very weU for schoolboys to shoot hedge-sparrows withal ; but a rifle, 
sii', a rifle, is the only weapon fit for a man to handle, and no one shall 
hunt with my hounds that uses any other.” 

I crave your pardon, my worthy uncle ! ” said the good-natured lad, 
with a smile ; ^^but, as I told you before, I am no sportsman, and I was not 
aware that using a smooth-bored gun was considered such a heinous offence 
in this country.” 

Well, well, boy, never mind, I was perhaps over-hasty. You shall 
shoot with one of my rifles to-day, and I have no doubt that, when you 
have learnt to handle it a little, you will fully appreciate the beauties of 
the weapon, and become a convert to my system. But here is the cover in 
sight, so a truce to talking, and let us to business.” 

They were now descending a rugged bridle path, which led into a 
sequestered valley, clothed with the richest herbage, and flanked by 
stupendous mountains, the sides of which were intersected with numerous 
and well-wooded ravines. It was a glorious sight, and one to inspire a poet 
or a painter, independently of the feelings which warmed the blood of the 
sportsmen, and made it course through their veins with a freer motion, as it 
purged from all the grosser particles of humanity. The higher hills were 
stni shrouded in mist, whilst the bosom of the valley was flooded by a deluge 
of light, such as none but a tropical sun can impart. Thin wreaths of 
vapour, like the dim ghosts of Ossian, curled slow and majestic up the 
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mountain’s side^ gradually revealing to the eye of the spectator the rich 
foliage of the woods^ sparkling with dew-drops, and glowing with the deep 
scarlet flowers of the rhododendron. The fresh morning air came loaded 
with the perfume of wild orange-flower and jessamine, and the harsh scream 
of the pea-fowl, blended with the cheerful cry of the jungle-cock, might be 
heard at intervals, rising in wild discord from the inmost recesses of the 
woods. 

On a sunny bank, at the foot of the descent, the armed beaters (who 
had been sent on at an early hour in the morning) were scattered about 
in picturesque groups, leaning in careless attitudes on their broad-bladed 
hunting spears, or, with the natural indolence of Hindoos, availing them- 
selves of the opportunity to enjoy a hasty nap in the grateful sunshine. A 
short distance apart from the vulgar throng might be seen the chief hunts- 
man, " Ishmail Khan,” sitting cross-legged on a grassy hillock, smoking his 
kallioon with true oriental gravity, and complacently stroking his long silky 
beard, as, from time to time, he cast a look of paternal tenderness on the 
pack of noble-looking hounds which lay around him. These dogs, to a 
casual observer, had all the appearance of common English fox-hounds ; but 
to the eye of a sportsman, it was evident that the original breed had been 
crossed with the buU-dog, or the large poligar dog of India, a cross which, 
although it diminishes the beauty and speed of the animal, is found to 
answer better than any other on the Neilgherry Hills, where such formidable 
antagonists as the bear, the wild boar, the panther, and even the tiger, 
are to be encountered. 

As the riders entered the valley the natives arose and saluted them with 
a respectful salaam. The horsekeepers seized the bridles of the smoking 
steeds, -and carefully spreading a horse-cloth over their loins, proceeded to 
bend and crack each joint of their limbs, as is done in the operation of 
shampooing, previously to rubbing them down and dressing them. 

Well,” exclaimed Lorimer, as he proceeded with the greatest exactness 
to charge a heavy double-barrelled rifle, which was handed to him by one of 
his attendants — " well, Ishmail, what news of game this morning ? Has 
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sifiedj but at present I do not suppose we shall have any opportunity of 
calling them into action ; so just be good enough to coil away that mis- 
shapen figure of yours behind yonder stone^ and do not allow your baboon’s 
head to appear over it^ unless you wish it to become better acquainted with 
the butt-end of my rifle.” 

The indignant Heels looked daggers^ but^ like a prudent person^ slunk 
away quietly to his lair, muttering to himself some unintelligible jargon 
about maty business, shikar business, and galee. Mansfield and Charles 
now proceeded to conceal themselves behind a rock which overhung the 
ravine, allowing nothing but their heads to appear over it, and in this 
situation awaited the signal for putting the hounds into cover. 

"^Is not this considered rather an unfair style of sport?” inquired 
Charles- I was told at Madras that no one ever thought of killing a 
wild boar in India, except on horseback, and with a spear.” 

" True ; such is the general rule, and a very proper one. In the plains 
it is considered unmanly to kill a hog in any other way than by riding 
him down ; and the shooting of one is considered as great a crime as it 
would be to shoot a fox in Leicestershire. But on these mountains, where 
the steepness of the hills and the swampy nature of the valleys renders 
it impossible to ride to hog, the practice of shooting them is permitted, 

and the rifle takes precedence of the spear.— But hark I there goes the 
signal.” 

The distant notes of a bugle were now heard; and ere the echo died 
away amongst the surrounding mountains, the hounds came rushing over 
the crest of the hill, Hke driving mists before the blasts of autumn, and 
dashed g^antly into cover. Behind them advanced a line of weU-armed 
eaters, e skirmishers, in extended order, sounding horns and beating 
tomtoms to rouse the game. F or some minutes these were the only sounds 
heard ; but presently the voice of a single hound rose upon the blast, and 
echoed down the rocky sides of the ravine. 

“ Now then, my lad,” wHspered Mansfield, rising on one knee, and 

■mg s n e, « ook out, and screw your nerves to the sticking-place ; 
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the old boar will soon be afoot ; and if once these dogs get fairlj on his trails 
they will not allow him to dodge long in cover. Hush! hark ! — there he 
goes again ; ’tis old Speaker ; I know his voice well, and he is no babbler, 
take my word for it. There, now Eacer chimes in — now Eodney takes it 
up. Steady, my lad, steady ! ’Tis all right now, depend upon it.” 

Hound after hound now opened on the scent as it gradually became 
warmer, till at length the whole pack, in full chorus, came sweeping down 
the glen like a hxirricane, rousing the startled echoes of the woods, and 
making the welkin ring with their joyous music. 

At this moment Mansfield’s attention was roused by a low whistle over- 
head; and looking up towards the summit of the rock which overhung 
them, he beheld his Peon poking his head cautiously forward, and pointing 
with animated gestures towards the opposite side of the ravine. 

" The game is afoot ! ” whispered Mansfield, grasping his heavy rifle, and 
raising his body a little, so as to command a better view. And now I 
have him. See there, Charles, on the opposite side of the glen, just passing 
that gray rock which skirts the jungle. ’Tis the old boar, and as big a one 
as I have seen this season. By the hump of the Holy Camel, he looms as 
large as a donkey ! ” 

As he said this, his rifle was slowly raised, and the sight brought to bear 
upon the boar, who was sulkdly trotting up a rocky path, occasionally stop- 
ping to listen to the hounds, and churning the white foam betwixt his 
enormous jaws. Charles watched the deliberate movements of Mansfield 
with breathless impatience; but, at the very moment he expected to see 
him press the trigger, the weapon was again lowered. 

" It is a wild shot,” said Mansfield, shaking his head. I have killed at 
as great a distance ; but three hundred yards is too long a range, even for 
Clincher to throw a ball with any degree of accuracy. Besides, from the 
direction the beast is now taking, he must pass within fifty yards of your 
uncle’s station ; and if he fails to kill him, (which, by the way, is not likely, 
for ^Kill-devil’ seldom opens his mouth for nothing,) he is sure to cross to 
our side, and give us a good shot.” Then starting to his feet, and waving 
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Ms cap on high, he shouted across the ravine, with the voice of a Stentor, 

“ Mark ! sir, mark I helow you, and to the right ! 

The boar, startled by the sound of a human voice, sprang forward, and 
be-an to bound up the rocky path with the agdity of a goat; and at the 
same moment the elder Lorimer was seen slowly raising his head from 
amonost a thick clump of fern, in which he had concealed himself. 

« See!” whispered Mansfield, smiling; “how cautiously the old gen- 
tleman raises his head above the fern, like a cunning old grouse-cock. Ah ! 
now he catches a view of the boar, and ‘ Kill-devil ’ is about to speak. 
Silence, and watch.” 

The sharp crack of a rifle echoed amongst the rooks ; but the boar only 
bounded forward with increased speed ; whilst the cloud of dust which was 
knocked up under his belly, and the shrill whistle of the bullet, as it glanced 
from a stone, announced that it had faUen a trifle short of its intended mark. 

« Missed him, by heavens I” cried Mansfield, dashing his cap to the 
ground, and stamping impatiently. At him again, sir at him again. 
Give him the other barrel.” 

A projecting rock had for a moment concealed the boar from the view 
of Lorimer; but the instant he reappeared, the old gentleman pitched 
his rifle forward, and fired rapidly. The report of his piece was answered 
by a savage grunt, and the boar staggered slightly ; but immediately 
recovering himself he turned sharp round, and scrambled with wonderful 
rapidity down the rugged side of the ravine. 

" Good ! ” exclaimed Mansfield ; that shot told, although not exactly 
in the right spot. There is nothing like pitching the gun at them, and 
pulling quick, with your swift-going animals, — And now, Charles,” said he, 
turning to his companion, look out, and let us see how you can handle a 
rifle. He is certain to cross to our side, and break within an easy shot of 
us, and, with an ounce of lead through his body, will not be quite so quick 
in his movements as he was at first. Down again behind the stone, and 
keep quiet.” 

A rustling in the bushes, directly below them, soon announced that the 
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boar was at band. The next instant the brushwood was thrust aside, and 
the enormous brute burst forth within twenty paces of them. His small 
twinkling eye flashed with malignant fire, and the foam which besmeared 
his jaws was slightly tinged with blood. As he gained the top of the bank, 
he stopped for an instant, and turned his head on one side, as if listening 
to the hounds which followed hotly on the scent. 

^^Now!” whispered Mansfield ; ^^be cool, and mind you hit hi m well 
forward, through the shoulder if possible.” 

Charles, trembling with excitement, thrust forward his rifle and fired, 
making the white splinters fly from a tree beyond the boar, and at least 
three feet above him. At the same instant the unfortunate Heels, startled 
by the shot, sprang up with a look of wild astonishment from behind the 
stone where he had lain all this time enjoying a comfortable nap. The 
enraged boar no sooner got a glimpse of his white dress, than, uttering 
a savage grunt, he made at him au pas de charge^ tossed him over his head, 
and sent him rolling and shrieking down the precipitous bank. Ere Mans- 
field had time to raise his rifle, the hounds had come up, and dashing 
without hesitation at the enraged brute, seized him by the ears. 

Whoop to him, my gallant dogs! hold him and shake him!” shouted 
Mansfield, whilst the boar struggled in vain to disengage himself from the 
jaws of the powerful hounds. J ust look at that savage devil Eodney, 
that large brindled dog between a hound and a bulldog ; see how gallantly 
he stands up to him. But we must put a stop to this, or he’ll rip the dogs 
to pieces. Here, Charles, my boy, pick up that spear which poor Heels 
has dropped in his agony. You shall have the honour of giving him the 
coup de grace,^'* 

Charles, delighted at having an opportunity of making amends for his 
bad shot, eagerly grasped the spear and walked steadily up to the boar. 
The brute, seeing him approach, redoubled his efforts, and, freeing himself 
by one tremendous struggle from the hounds, plunged madly forward. But 
Charles, whose blood was now effectually roused, coolly lowered the point 
of his unwieldy weapon, and awaited the charge. The enraged boar rushed 
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with blind fury on his antagonist. The broad-bladed spear buried itself 
in his brawny chest, and, with one savage grunt of defiance, he sank to the 
earth, wallowing in blood and foam. 

“ Gallantly done, my boy !” shouted Mansfield ; “we aball maVp a 
sportsman of you yet, in spite of the new tops and white inexpressibles. 
I see you have plenty of nerve to handle a spear, and only want a little 
practice to make you a dangerous fellow with the rifle.” 

During this exclamation, Charles, who had withdrawn his blood-stained 
spear, stood leaning against it, and gazing in silent wonder at the gigantic 
proportions of the brute which lay gasping at his feet. 

“ Ay, he is a big one,” said Mansfield, “ and his head will be a fine 
trophy to lay at the feet of your fair cousin. But he is dead enough now, 
and we may leave him to the beaters, who will do the needful with him, as 
soon as their work is over. Let us go now and see to the plight of your 
unfortunate page Heels, who, if I mistake not, will stand in need of the 
leech s aid. Your old boar seldom makes a charge without leaving his 
marks; and I can teU you, from experience, that they are no child’s play. 

I cannot help feeling for the poor devil, although I can hardly divest myself 
of the idea that the creature ought to be classed amongst the order 
Quadrumana.” 

Having returned to the edge of the glen, they beheld a prickly bush 
about half way down the hill in violent agitation, although no living 
creature could be distinguished through its tangled branches; and from the 
midst of it issued lamentations like those of a condemned spirit in Limbo, 
mmgled with fearful maledictions against the old boar and all his ancestors, 
male and female, even to the tenth generation. 

“ How the Pagan blasphemes!” exclaimed Mansfield, laughing heartily; 
for he was^ now convinced, from the energetic manner in wHch Heels 
expressed lumself, that he was not so seriously hurt as he had at first feared. 

“ He IS gifted with the true Malabar style of eloquence, and must have 
Judied the noble art of abuse under the directions of his grandmother, 
ihere is no one who understands real piquant slang like your ancient 
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Malabar dame ; I would back one of them at any time to silence the whole 
battery of Billingsgate market. But we must go to the relief of the poor 
wretch, for he is evidently unable to extricate himself from the dm*ance 
vile in which he is held by that prickly bush.” 

Having scrambled down the hill, they succeeded, after some diiBSculty, 
in relieving poor Heels from his awkward situation. He had, almost by a 
miracle, escaped the deadly rip of the boar’s tusk* But in other respects 
he was in a very sorry plight. He was sorely battered by the fall — his 
white robe was torn to shreds and besmeared with blood ^ — and his face was 
so dreadfully scratched and disfigured by the brambles into which he had 
fallen, that scarcely a feature could be distinguished. Having replaced his 
turban, which had been knocked off in the scramble, and wiped his face as 
well as he could with his sleeve, he thus addressed Charles in blubbering 
accents, whilst he busied himself in extacting the numerous thorns which 
still remained buried in his flesh. 

Suppose, master, please I take leave. This shikar business very 
trouble business — jungle pig not good, he too much hohheri/ mdke — all 
same like tiger. Small shikar I can do very proper, but this jungle shikar 
too much bad. Suppose, master, cut off my head, I never can do that 
business. 

The two sportsmen, after enjoying a hearty laugh at the expense of poor 
Heels, relieved his mind by assuring him that his services would no longer 
be required to assist in the much dreaded shikar, and that he might 

take leave as soon as he pleased. The poor trembling wretch made a salaam 
of profound gratitude, and turning his face towards the cantonment, limped 
away towards home with a degree of speed which nothing but mortal terror 
could have inspired.” 
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i CHAPTEE III. 

I 

I DATA'S HUNTING- ON THE NEILGHEEEY HILLS. 

I 

i (^Coniumed.') 



HE unlucky Heels ” kad disappeared in tke dis- 
tance^ and the recall of the huntsman’s bugle had 
brought together the scattered hounds, as old 
Lorimer scrambled up the steep hill-side, mounted 
on his shaggy little pony, Marble.” 

Come, gentlemen,” cried he, as he pulled off 
his green hunting-cap, and wiped the perspir- 
ation from his forehead, don’t let us lose time ; 
the hounds are all assembled, and we have still 
plenty of work before us. Our next beat is the 
large wood, at the back of this hill, where we have twelve deer marked 
down. You all know your stations there, I believe. And after that, 
we shall try the rocky glen, below the ^ Todah Mund^ in hopes of finding 
that large bear which gave us the slip last Saturday. You must exert 
yourselves tliis time, lads, and not let him escape again. I hear the old 
blackguard has taken a fancy to human flesh of late, and has carried off 
a Todah woman and a child within the last three days. So die he must ; 
if we hunt liim for a week. As to the hogs, we have given a tolerably good 
account of them. This boar and three fat sows have been sent to the 
shades. So let’s mount and be off. Ha I Charles, my boy, give me your 
hand ; you stood up to that old boar like a man ; and the way in which you 
handled your spear made me forget the disgrace you brought upon my rifle 
by that first shot of yours. Oh, you young dog, it was a devil of a miss 
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that ! a most palpable miss — worthy of my friends the ^ thistle whippers ! ’ 
You shut both your eyes when you fired that shot, eh? — did you not, you 
young dog, eh ? Well, well — never look ashamed, boy — I have seen older 
hands than you make as bad a miss before now, and trust to their heels 
rather than a spear afterwards. Eh! doctor — do you recollect that 
wounded sow that gave you such a devil of a gruelling, up the hill at ^ Eal- 
liah,’ last week ? Faith, you may thank your long legs and the ounce of 
lead I lodged in her shoulder for being now in a whole skin.” 

The person whom Lorimer thus addressed was a tall, bony, loose-jointed 
figure, apparently about fifty years of age, who looked as if his limbs were 
attached to his body by wires. His large hands, covered with red hair and 
freckles, projected several inches beyond the wristbands of his scanty jacket ; 
and his gaunt misshapen legs terminated in a sort of palmated foot — we can 
find no other word expressive of its peculiar formation — which gave to the 
whole limb the appearance of an ingeniously contrived machine for crushing 
cock-roaches or stopping a mouse in a corner. His scalp was thatched, 
rather than clothed, with coarse red hair. And his face, — but how^ can we 
ever do justice to that inimitably expressive countenance? — It was a face 
which, at first sight, gave one a lively idea of the Knight of the Rueful 
Countenance. There was the sallow complexion, the high cheek-bones, 
the capacious mouth, the interminable nose, and the solemn look of a Don 
Quixote. Yet, with all this, there were lines of mirth lurking round the 
corners of the mouth, a paioky expression in the eye, and an extraordinary 
power of motion in the extremity of the long proboscis, which, when called 
into action, rendered the worthy doctor’s face one of the most perfectly 
mirth-inspiring we have ever had the good fortune to meet with. 

Of his character we shall only say, that under this rough exterior our 
friend the doctor carried a heart true as steel, and overflowing, not only 
with mirth, but with the unadulterated milk of human kindness. 

He was one of our oldest and most intimate friends ; and we can safely 
say that, either as a boon-companion, or a trusty friend in the hour of need, 
we have never met the fellow to Long Jock Macpkee, 
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" Indeed then, sir,” replied the doctor, glancing downwards towards 
his uncouth limbs, thae same lang legs o’ mine are no ill things at a 
pinch ; and in my opeenion are mair to be lippened till than the best spear 
amang tham a\ But, at the same time, I was muckle indebted to you, sir, 
for that bit lead ye put into the beast. It was just in the nick o’ time, for 
I was sair taigled wi’ thae lang leather spats — thae leggins, as ye ca’ them ; 
— mair fit for an Indian savage than a Christian man. And the muckle 
beast was just at the grippin o’ me when you cowpet her. Gude preserve 
us^frae a’ lang-nebbit things! — it gars me grue to think o’t I The wild 
‘ grumph ! ’ ^ grumph ! ’ ^grumph ! ’ o’ the rampawgin deevil just ahint me — and 
me expectin’ every moment to feel her muckle white teeth play chack through 
my hurdies. Ay, ye may laugh, lads ; but, faith, it was nae laughin’ 
sport to me — and that ye ’ll ken, the first time ony o’ you tries a I’ace wi’ 
ane o’ thae wild swine. They’re just perfect deevils incarnate ! My certie I 
ye’re waur aff wi’ ane o’ them than Tam O’Shanter wi’ Cutty Sark at his 
heels — for she only pou’t aff the grey meere’s tail ; but faith, lads, it’s your 
ain tail that’s in danger when ye come to grips wi’ a wild soo ! ” 

This speech of the doctor’s elicited a roar of laughter from his compa- 
nions, in which he good-humouredly joined ; and the whole party, mounting 
their ponies, cantered over the hill to take up their positions for the next 
beat. 

The scene is now changed to one of those wild solitary valleys through 
which the superfluous water of the hills makes its escape, and rushes on its 
headlong course down the almost perpendicular side of the mountain. 
From hence the glowing plains of the Carnatic are seen extended like a 
living map 8000 feet below the spectator. The valley itself presents a 
scene of wild and savage grandeur, contrasting beautifully with the luxu- 
riant palm groves and voluptuous sunshine of the low country, over which 
the eye wanders, for many leagues, till it is lost in the dreamy indistinct- 
ness of the distance, where earth and sky become blended in a red fiery 
haze. Light fleecy clouds are hurried swiftly across the heavens, and 
shivered, as it were, against the craggy peaks of that granite mountain. 
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which towers high amidst the region of storms, whilst all around is hushed, 
silent, and motionless, as the sleep of infancy. The only sound which 
breaks the death- like stillness is the wild, unearthly cry of the great black 
monkey — a deep, loud ^^wooh!” ^^woohl” which rising suddenly, and at 
long intervals, from the gloomy recesses of the wood, has a strange, start- 
ling effect, and suggests to one’s mind the idea of a stray satyr calling to 
his mates. 

Mansfield and Charles have just taken up their position behind the 
shelter of a palmira bush. 

The former, accustomed to such scenes, is sitting with his ponderous rifle 
across his knee, his thumb resting on the cock, and his head turned a little 
on one side, watching, with the unwearied patience of an Indian hunter, to 
catch the faintest sound: whilst the more romantic Charles, allowing his 
weapon to lie idly by his side, gazes with rapture on the glorious view, and, 
if I am any judge of physiognomy, is thinking more of his pretty cousin 
than of the deer. 

The hounds have opened on the scent. 

Down! down! — crouch like a panther!” whispered Mansfield, seizing 
Charles by the arm, and pulling him more behind the shelter of the bush. 

Do you remark that crackling amongst the dry branches just below us ? 
It is a deer, and he will break at that opening where you see a beaten path 
like a sheep-track. It is their regular run ; keep your eye upon the spot, 
and watch.” 

I see him,” whispered Charles, cocking his rifle, and making a motion 
to rise. I see his antlers moving above that bush of wild jessamine.” 

Stay, stay, my boy — not so fast,” replied Mansfield, smiling at the 
eagerness of his young companion. " It requires a little more experience 
than you have had, to judge whereabouts a stag’s shoulder should lie, when 
nothing but the points of his horns are visible. Don’t fire till you can see 
his body. He is listening intently to the hounds, and does not observe us, 
so there is no hurry. Now then he moves — now ! ” 

A sharp crack — a dull plashing sound — the noble stag plunges madly — 
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forward — and over, over, over lie rolls, staining the green herbage with his 
life-blood, which gushes fast from a ragged hole in his side. 

Mansfield’s Peow springs forward with the bound of a tiger, and, muttering 
a short prayer, like a good Mussulman as he is, buries the long glittering 
blade of a hunting knife in the throat of his victim. The ‘^"stricken deer ” 
gasps painfully for breath— his wide nostril is distended — his bloodshot eye 
rolls wildly for a moment — his limbs quiver in the last agony — he heaves 
a long shuddering sigh, and dies. 

This was the first deer that Charles had ever seen fall, and his heart smote 
liim as he witnessed its dying struggles. 

Is not this a cruel amusement ? whispered conscience. Does not your 
savage natme relent as you see that graceful creature weltering in his blood, 
and, in the last agonies, bending his dark languid eye upon your face, as if 
asking, T\Tiat have I done to deserve this ? Do you not almost wish that 
the fatal bullet had sped less truly to its mark ? 

Mansfield who had watched the working of his companion’s features, as 
he gazed on the dying stag, here interrupted him with a gentle tap on the 
shoulder. 

I can read your thoughts, boy ; and they do credit to your heart. 
Even I, old sportsman as I am, can sympathise with you in a feeling which 
many men affect to call weakness, but which I consider a proof of a good 
heart, and one which no man need be ashamed to own. I can look unmoved 
on the dying struggles of the foaming boar. I even experience a sort of 
savage satisfaction, as the last faint growl rattles in the throat of the surly 
bear ; and the expiring roar of the vanquished tiger is music in my ears. 
But I never yet slew a deer that a feeling of pity, such as you now experience, 
did not immediately succeed the burst of exultation which invariably accom- 
panies a well-directed shot ; and yet, the very next moment, I was 
exerting my utmost skill to accomplish the death of some other animal, and 
felt all the disappointment of a bafiSed tiger if my ball did not take effect. 
TV e are strange unaccountable animals in this respect. But I satisfied 
it is not cruelty — it is not a thirst for blood which inspires us with a love 
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for the chase. No : it is a far nobler feeling; — a species of ambition — a 
love of enterprise ; the pleasure arising from which depends entirely on the 
diflSculties to be surmounted in the attainment of our object. What satis- 
faction^ for instance^ would it give a sportsman to be turned loose in a park, 
full of fallow deer, where, if shedding blood were his object, he might gratify 
that propensity to his heart’s content? None whatever. There are no 
difficulties to be surmounted, and he would look upon himself in the light 
of a butcher. But after a long day’s stalking through a Highland glen — 
after making a round of many weary miles to get down the wind of the 
ever-watchful red deer — after creeping through the heather like a snake, 
and wearing his knees to the bone amongst the coarse gravel of a dry 
watercourse, — how breathless that moment of intense anxiety to the 
sportsman when he first ventures to raise his head above the sheltering 
bank, and finds the object of all his labour, a noble stag of ten tines, still 
feeding in the very spot where he first observed him! And, Oh! the 
electric thrill of exultation, when the crack of his rifle is answered by that 
dull soft t/mdy grateful to the sportsman’s ear as the voice of her he loves ; 
and the proud stag, bounding high into air, falls gasping on the bloody 
heath ! — Bah I the sensations of a young lady on receiving her first proposal 
are nothing to this. But, hark! the merry music of the hounds comes 
sweeping by us on the blast, and scatters all my romantic and moralizing 
ideas to the four winds of heaven. Hurra ! ” 

But ’twere long to tell of all the deer that fell in the course of this 
beat. Suffice it to say that many proud antlered heads bowed before the 
unerring rifle of Mansfield ; and that the worthy doctor expended more 
than his usual allowance of ammunition, with even less than his usual suc- 
cess. 

The party had assembled at luncheon by the time Mansfield and Charles 
joined them; and, as they approached, their ears were saluted by the loud 
tones of old Lorimer’s voice, swearing as usual by ^“^the beard of the 
Prophet,” and the bones of his ancestors,” while he vented liis wrath, in 
no very measured terms, against the unfortunate doctor. 
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Well^ you d — d long slip of anatomy, you expect to get something to 
line your ungodly maw, do you, after the good service you have done 
to-day ? Bones of my ancestors, man ! it might grumble long enough 
before you filled it with venison of your own killing, although, to do you 
justice, you are as good a shot at a venison-pasty as any one I know. Why, 
you vender of ratsbane ! what the devil were you thinking of, to let all those 
deer pass you? Fifteen shots have I seen you fire this blessed day — 
fifteen shots, by the beard of the Prophet ! — and not a hoof to show for 
them. Hang it, man, that last hind passed so close, you might have thrown 
salt on her tail, and yet, after four shots, away she went, bounding over 

the hills like a kangaroo, with half the pack at her heels ; and when we 

! shall get them back again, the devil only knows. Speak, you misbegotten 

j son of Esculapius ! Why don’t you speak, and let us hear what you have 

I to say for yourself? ” 

I The doctor, who was well accustomed to the old gentleman’s eccentric 
j ways, and knew him to be one of those privileged characters who say and 
I do whatever they like, without giving offence to any one, sat very coolly 
j exploring the imnost recesses of a venison-pasty, whilst he listened with 

I imperturbable gravity to this harangue. At length, bolting an enormous 

mouthful, and washing it down with a long pull at the hrandy-panee^ he thus 
replied, still keeping his knife ready to resume his attack on the pasty. 

Ca’ cannie, sir! — ca’ cannie ! For ony sake, dinna be puttin yersell 
throughither that gaet. It’s no good for the digestion. It’s mischancie, sir, 

, for a man o’ your plethoric habit to be giving way to sic violent emotions 
sae soon after meals. Do you no ken, sir, it’s very apt to bring on a fit o’ 
apoplexy ? — Gude preserve us I but he’s gettin awfu’ red in the face ! , It’s 
amaist black! — I’m thinkin, sir. I’ll need to tak some blude firae you. — 
Just bide a wee till I get my lance,” continued the doctor, coolly turning 
up his sleeves, I’ll no be a crack.” 

You and your lance be hanged I ” roared the old gentleman, trying to 
look fierce, but quite unable to suppress a laugh. Sit down, you vampire, 
and say your say without farther circumlocution.” 
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TTeel, then^ sir^” replied the doctor^ eyeing a savoury morsel which 
he had just impaled on his fork ; Weel, then. I’ll just tell you, in three 
words, that it was your ain fault, and nae fault o’ mine that sae mony o’ the 
deer jinkit past me this same day.” 

My fault, sir ! how the devil do you make out that it was my fault ?” 

"" ’Deed, then, Mr. Lorimer, it was just your fault, and naebody else’s. 
Ye will persist in garrin me shoot wi’ a single bullet, and ane o’ thae bits 
o’ rifles, that lets nae mair crack than a pen-gun ; although I ’ve threippet 
on you, till I’m weariet, that I hae nae skill o’ sic like new-fangled weapons, 
and am no fit to hit a peat-stack wi’ ane o’ them. But just gie me a good 
honest fusee, wi’ plenty o’ pouther, to gar it tell against a body’s cheek, and 
a nievefu’ o’ grit shot on the top o’ that, and I’ll cation mysell to ding as 
mony staigs as ony o’ you, — no exceptin yoursell, sir ; or that chiel Mans- 
field, wha makes sic a phrase aboot his rifle gun, and his lang ranges. As 
to the lang ranges, I’ll may be no kill a beast on the ither side o’ ane o’ thae 
glens, whare ye need the prospec-glass to see whether it’s a dun deer 
or a grey soo ye ’r firin at. But, faith, there’s no mony o’ them ’ill gi’ me 
the jink if ance they come within a christianlike distance.” 

What answer old Lorimer would have given to the doctor’s heretical 
plan of employing " plenty o’ pouther, and a nievefu’ o’ grit shot,” is 
unknown, although, I suspect, he was just on the point of consigning the 
doctor and his fasee to the bottomless pit. But, luckily for them, Ishmail 
at this moment stepped forward, with his usual profound salaam, to report 
that the stray hounds had been collected. 

The fragments of the luncheon were quickly disposed of, the cigars 
lighted, and the whole party moved off in the wake of Ishmail and his 
hounds, to beat that famous glen, below the Todali-»Mund^ which every 
Neilgherry sportsman must recollect, as being the favourite resort both of 
bears and tigers. 

It is rather a ravine than a glen — a deep rent in the side of the moun- 
tain, so narrow that the light of day can hardly penetrate. The rocky 
sides rise abruptly to the height of 500 feet, rugged and sphntered, as if 
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torn asunder — and no doubt they have been — by some grand convulsion of 
nature. 

The bottom is clothed with an almost impenetrable underwood of tangled 
bamboo ; whilst along the sides a few gnarled, misshapen trees, chiefly rho- 
dodendrons, shoot out from amongst the crevices of the rocks, stretching 
their fantastic branches, all glowing with scarlet flowers, across the ravine, 
and weaving their snake-like roots into every fissure which affords the 
slightest prospect of moisture ; their moss-grown bark, and distorted limbs, 
proving how hard a struggle they must have, to extract suflScient nourish- 
ment from the niggardly soil. 

The information which old Lorimer had received regarding the bear’s 
man-eating propensities, made him more than ever anxious to ensure his 
destruction. 

All the known outlets from the ravine were strongly guarded, and on 
every high peak of rock, which commanded a good view, might be seen the 
motionless figme of a native, perched like some huge bird of prey, and 
watching, with eagle glance, to prevent the possibility of any animal stealing 
away unobserved. 

All being stationed at their respective posts, the gallant Ishmail con- 
templated the distribution of the forces with a grim smile of satisfaction, 
and fiercely twirling his long mustache, which curled upwards to his eyes, 
shouted, in a loud clear tone, to the dog-keepers, Chor do r At the sig- 
nal tw enty impatient hounds bounded from the leash, and dashed into 
cover. 

Have at him, my little tigers I Whose dogs are we that he should 
laugh at our beards ? By the hump of the holy camel, he shall this day 
he made to eat dirt. Show your ugly snout,— meet me if you dare,— 
come forth, you Kaffer— you are afraid to eat bullets, you grey-headed hant- 
choot /—I defile your mother’s grave, and spit on your father’s beard ! ” So 
saying, Ishmail drew his heavy tulwar^ or native sword, — and wrapping his 
cumberbund tightly round his left arm, to act as a shield in case of necessity, 
stalked, with an air of determined resolution, into the gloomy jungle. 
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There goes old Ishmail, with his whiskers bristling like an enraged 
tiger-cat/’ exclaimed Mansfield^ laughing, as he watched these proceedings 
from his place of concealment amongst the rocks. His blood is fairly up 
now, and he is determined to make the bear show his grey muzzle, even if 
he drives him out at the point of the sword. Hark ! they have found 
already.” 

Deep and angry now arose the baying of the eager hounds, from out the 
gloomy depths of the ravine, and wildly did the prolonged echoes reverberate 
the sound. But it was no longer the musical chime with which they swept 
along the hot scent of the flying deer. 

The sound was now stationary, and the short angry barking of the dogs 
was mingled with an occasional yeU of pain, announcing that some unfor- 
tunate hound had suffered for his temerity, in attempting to close with his 
formidable antagonist. 

What an obstinate brute ! ” exclaimed Mansfield, as he stretched forward 
over a projecting rock, in hopes of getting a glimpse of what was going on 
in the thick jungle below. I never in my life met with a bear that stood 
so much bullying ; they generally start at once, and make a running fight 
of it.” 

A tremendous roar, followed by a despairing death-shriek, now arose with 
fearful distinctness above the confused baying and howling of the dogs. 
For a moment there was a death-like silence, as if every living thing had 
been paralyzed by that voice of thunder. Then a strong rustling amongst 
the tangled bamboos, — a deep growl, mingled with a stifled throttling cry, 
— a faint groan, and again the baying of the hounds was resumed, but less 
eagerly than before, and in a whining, undecided tone, betwixt anger and 
fear. 

The shouting of the terrified beaters was now heard in all directions, and 
next moment many of them were seen rushing from the jungle, and scramb- 
Im g up the face of the rocks ; whilst, with frantic gestures, they waved to 
their companions below to fall back. 

By heavens, I thought so,” shouted Mansfield, starting to his feet, and 
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instinctively grasping Ms rifle, as the well-known roar of a tiger reached 
his ear. 

« Thought what?” asked Charles^ astonished at the unusual excitement 
of his stoical companion. 

Why, that we have caught a Tartar, that ’s all ; — slipped the poor dogs 
at a tiger, instead of a lubberly old bear. Thank Grod, the beaters are all 
out of danger now, except the poor fellow whose death-shriek we heard, and 
he is, no doubt, beyond the leech’s aid. But we must bestir ourselves, else 
the brute will not leave a hound alive. 

In the enthusiasm of the moment Mansfield had slung his rifle across his 
shoulder, and, in spite of the remonstrances of Charles, was about to 
attempt the desperate experiment of scrambling down the face of the rock, 
and shooting the tiger in his lair ; when his motions were arrested by the 
voice of Ishmail. 

Stop, Sahib ! In the name of the holy Prophet, stop ! What madness 
has seized you?” shouted the poor fellow in Hindostanee, as panting and 
smeared with blood he scrambled painfully to the top of the rock. 

Ishmail, my boy, you are wounded ! ” exclaimed Mansfield, run- 
ning towards him. It was not you whom the tiger struck down just 
now?” 

No, Sahib. Men do not climb rocks after being knocked down by a 
tiger. It was poor Asmodine, my helper, whose cry you heard. I was 
standing close by him; he received the weight of the blow, and is now 
amongst the Houries, praise be to Allah ! whilst I have escaped with a 
slight scratch on the shoulder.” 

Here Ishmail pulled aside his tattered garments, and exhibited a wound, 
which looked as if inflicted by a gardener’s rake, and from which the blood 
flowed in crimson streaks over his oily skin. 

Faith, Master Ishmail, that same slight scratch will require some 
square yards of Mr. M^Phee’s plaster before you are in marching order 
again. But, Ishmail, what is to be done ? Is there no chance of driving 
the brute from his stronghold?” 
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SaMb^ the tiger is no fool, he will not come out to eat your Highness’s 
bullets.” 

But he is tearing the dogs to pieces, man ; and unless we assist them, 
he will not leave one alive. I think I could manage to get down to that 
ledge of rock above him, and shoot him as he lies.” 

^^No, Sahib; had that been possible he were dead ere now. I have 
examined the place well : he lies in a sort of cave directly under that ledge 
of rock, so that it is impossible to get a view of him, except jfrom the level 
ground directly in his front. May dogs defile his father’s beard ! he has 
chosen his ground well. Nothing but rockets can force him to leave it ; 
and, please Allah, it shall not be for want of rockets, if he lives to see the 
sun set to-morrow. But at present we must leave him, Sahib. It would 
be the act of a madman to attack hiTYi in his den.” 

But the dogs, Ishmail?” 

He will kill no more dogs. Sahib. Our three best hounds, the only 
ones who had courage to close with him, have been destroyed, and the others 
are only baying him at a prudent distance. They will be glad enough to 
leave him when they hear the recall soimded.” 

Alas ! poor Asmodine ! yours has been a cruel death. But it shall not 
go unrevenged.” 

So said old Lorimer, as he turned from regarding the mangled corse of 
his faithful follower, and wiped a tear from his bronzed cheek. 

Plis companions had dragged the body from the jungle at the risk of their 
lives ; and the doctor, after examining the wounds, had just reported him 
dead. The remains of the poor fellow presented a ghastly spectacle, and a 
fearful example of the destructive powers of a tiger. The fore part of the 
skull was crushed in like an egg-shell, and evidently by the mere weight 
of the paw, for there was no mark on the head either of teeth or claws. 
The glazed, bloodshot eyes were forced from their sockets : and a thin 
stream of black blood flowed from each nostril, and trickled slowly down 
the sunken, lead-coloured cheeks. Besides this, it appeared that the tiger 
had seized him with his teeth ; the whole of the throat and the skin of the 
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breast being torn away^ leaving the root of tbe tongue exposed, and tbe 
bare muscles of tbe cbest still (5[uivering with convulsive twitches, altbougb 
it was evident, from tbe nature of bis wounds, that tbe poor fellow’s death 
mu|t have been almost instantaneous. 

" Eodney, Eacer, and Speaker killed. Sahib, and others badly wounded,” 
said Isbmail, as, with the important air of an officer on duty, he advanced 
to make bis report, after having mustered tbe hounds. 

Tbe devil fly away with these cursed tigers,” replied Lorimer. « This 
makes seventeen bounds that I have lost by them since last May. Couple 
up the dogs, Isbmail ; I have not tbe heart to put them into cover again 
to-day. See that those which are wounded be carefully carried home in 
cumhleySi and have this poor fellow’s body removed into camp. And now, 
gentlemen, we bad better mount and jog homewards. We can do no more 
to-day ; but to-morrow ” 

Here be raised bis voice, shook bis clenched fist, and stamping on tbe 
ground — 

By the bones of my ancestors, if we live to see to-morrow, the infernal 
tiger shall pay dearly for this day’s work. — Ishmail, you will see that there 
are plenty of fireworks provided.” 

“ Jo Hookum^ Sahib replied Ishmail sternly ; casting a sidelong glance 
at bis mangled shoulder, and grinding his teeth. 

" But the bear,” asked Mansfield; "must we let him slip through our 
fingers, sir?” 

"I am sorry to say, Mansfield, he has done so already. The scouts 
report that tbe brute stole away whilst we were tackling the tiger, and be 
is, no doubt, far beyond our reach, — Burmah, my horse.” 

Burmab, a little dark, square-built, busby-whiskered Mabratta, ap- 
proached, leading the powerftd grey Arab horse which his master had 
ridden in tbe mommg, now fresh and well groomed. And, as he patted the 
glossy arched neck of the noble animal, he addressed him m the most 
extravagant terms of endearment, such as a nurse lavishes on her child ; 
whilst the sagacious creature, as if grateful for bis caresses, pricked bis 
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small ears, and rubbed Ms velvet muzzle against the naked shoulder of his 
groom. 

Most of the party had mounted, and the beaters were beginning to move 
off, bearing the mangled body of their companion slung on a bamboo, 
together with the wounded dogs, and as much of the game as they could 
conveniently carry ; when Mansfield, who had for some minutes been gazing 
intently at a distant hill, shouted to his Peon^ in a voice wMch made him 
start — 

Abdallah! my spy-glass. — Quick, man — quick!” 

What see you ? ” asked Lorimer. 

" Can’t say exactly, sir ; but it looks devilish like our friend the bear. ” 

Impossible, man ! He could never be such a fool as to take across that 
open line of country. ” 

By Heavens ! it is though, ” cried Mansfield, with exultation, handing 
the glass to Lorimer ; and on ground where we can ride him, too. He is 
making for the large wood above Nidiwuttum. But he has two long miles 
of open country before him, and the devil is in it if Kttle Bundoolah does 
not lay me alongside of him before he reaches it. Here’s at him, at all 
events — who’ll follow ? ” 

So saying, he sprang to the saddle, snatched a spear from one of 
the beaters, drove in Ms spurs, and sitting weU back, with a strong 
pull at Bundoolah’s head, dashed down the rocky hill-side at the top of Ms 
speed. 

Old Lorimer rode too heavy to attempt a racing pace over such break- 
neck ground. And the rest of the party, with the exception of Charles, 
being mounted on little short-legged MU-ponies, had no chance. 

Charles, however, was well mounted, and Ms young blood boiled to rival 
the daring feats of Mansfield, the pride of the Mysore country. Grlancing 
around hirti in search of some weapon, Ms eye rested on the ornamented hilt 
of Ishmail’s sword. 

TMs will do famously,” cried he, as Ishmail handed him Ms tulwar 
with an ironical smile, which seemed to say, " It will do all your work as 
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well as anything else — a broomstick might serve your turn, for that 
matter.” 

But this was lost upon Charles, who eagerly clutched the sword, and 
waving it triumphantly round his head, rattled down the hill in hot pursuit 
of his companion. 

You’ll find that a queer tool to tackle a bear with, my hearty,” 
shouted old Lorimer, laughing, as he and the rest of the party followed at 
a steady canter, 

Charles only answered by another wave of his sword and an extra dig of 
the spurs. 

But we must foUow Mansfield. 

The tremendous pace at which he rattled over the ground soon brought 
him up with the chase. He was now within fifty yards of the bear, who, 
finding that matters began to look serious, was shambling along at his 
best pace, his foaming jaws distended, and his tongue loDing far out of 
his mouth. Three strides more would have brought him within spear’s 
length. But Bundoolah began to show symptoms of distress. And there 
being no rival at hand to dispute with him the honour of the first spear, 
Mansfield pulled up for a moment, to let his panting horse gather fresh 
wind before going into action with an enemy who, in aU probability, would 
try the mettle both of horse and rider. 

The spear which Mansfield had snatched up in his hurry was not exactly 
such a one as a sportsman would have selected from choice. It was a 
heavy unmanageable weapon headed with about half a ton of iron, well 
covered with rust, and not much sharper than the fluke of an anchor. 

A smafi touch of the file would do no harm here,” thought Mansfield, 
as he felt the point with his finger, and thought of the razor-like edge of 
his favourite hog-spear: « but never mind, I must only give it the more 
powder. How then, Bundoolah, we’ll try it.” 

So saying, he gathered up the reins, fixed himself well in the saddle, and 
closmg his heels, the trusty Bundoolah bounded forward Uke an antelope. 
A true son of the desert, he feared neither beast nor devil, and dashed up 
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to tlie bear without hesitation, in spite of the growl of defiance with which 
he was saluted. Taking a steady pull at his horse’s head, and closing his 
left heel, ready to wheel off as the blow was struck, Mansfield poised his 
harpoon-like spear, and drove it with his whole strength into the broad 
back of his surly antagonist. 

That’s through your d — d black hide, tough though it be, else there’s 
no virtue in iron. — No, by the Lord — ^no blood!” and Mansfield ground 
his teeth with vexation, as the blunted spear glanced off the bear’s shaggy 
hide, only inflicting a slight scratch. The enraged brute turned on his 
pursuer with a tremendous roar. Quick as thought Mansfield wheeled off 
to avoid the charge ; but in doing so his horse stumbled ; and ere Bundoo- 
lah could recover himself, the gigantic fore paws of the bear were clasped 
round his neck, his teeth firmly fixed in his throat, and horse and rider 
rolled together on the ground. 

At this critical moment Charles appeared in sight, thundering over the 
stones at headlong speed — ^his horse in a lather of foam, — his bloody spurs 
driven to the head at every stride, — and his sword-blade flashing in the sun, 
as he waved it over his head. 

Half mad with excitement, the impetuous boy never dreamt of gathering 
his horse together as he neared the bear, but dashed at him with speed, and 
with a slackened rein. The consequence was, that the animal — terrified by 
the smell of blood, and the piteous groaning of poor Bundoolah, as he lay 
gasping in the deadly embrace of the bear — ^bounded suddenly to one side, 
reared up on end, and spun round. Charles, although a good horseman, 
was taken by surprise, lost his balance, and fell. Nothing daunted, how- 
ever, he instantly scrambled to his feet, rushed towards the bear, who still 
continued to hold down the struggling horse, and buried his sword up to the 
hilt in his body. 

The wounded monster quitted the horse, and rushed, open-mouthed, at 
his new assailant. Charles sprang bacFto avoid the first rush, and watching 
his opportunity, when the bear reared on his hind legs, plunged the sword 
deep into his chest. Fortunately for Charles it pierced his heart. The 
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enormous brute fell heavily forward ; a stream of blood gushed from his 
mouth ; and the much-dreaded bear, the man-eater, the monarch of the 
rocky glen, lay at the feet of his conqueror, a harmless mass of black fur 
and bear’s grease. 

Hurra!” shouted Mansfield, who was just beginning to recover from 
the stunning effects of his faU, and had raised himself on his elbow, killed 
him, by the Lord, and killed him well, too — Charles, you are a lucky dog ; 
I would have given a month’s pay to have struck that blow. But you 
may thank your good stars that you happened to touch his heart, for these 
infernal bears have as many lives as a cat, and had you stabbed him in any 
other part, he would have had your head half way down his throat before 
I could have come to your assistance. However, all’s well that ends well 
—so lend me a hand to rise, Charles— Ha ! confound it, how stiff I am ! I 
verily believe Bundoolah must have rolled over me, for I feel as if my back 
were broken.” 

Mansfield, although stunned and severely bruised, had escaped all serious 
9>i^d was quite fresh by the time the rest of the party came up. 

“Ishmail’s old tulwar has proved a better weapon for ^ tacUing^ the bear 
than you expected, my venerable uncle,” cried Charles, pointing with an 
air of triiunph to the dead brute. 

^Ishmad’s you Httle bantam-cock, you don’t pretend to 

say that you killed the bear I” 

And why not ?” replied Charles, cooUy wiping the bloody sword, and 
returning it to Ishmail. 

The devil you did! but how did you manage it?— and what was 
Mansfield about with his spear ? It was wont to be a deadly one.” 

It played me false this time, however.” And Mansfield proceeded to 
relate the particulars of the adventure. In the meantime the Doctor was 
stooping over the dead bear, and examining the tremendous muscxilar 
development of his Hmbs with great interest. 

Od, but it’s an awfn’-like beast,” muttered he, half soliloquizing. ^^Did 
ony leevin ever see the like o’ thae fore-paws-they’re as grit as my waist. 
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and fit to squeeze tlie life out o’ a bull, let alone a Christian. And to think 
o’ that bit slip o’ a laddy fechten him wi’ a sword! — Od, it’s just past 
belief — it minds me o’ the story o’ Dauvid and Goly-o’-Gath.” 

The rest of the party having duly admired the size of the bear, the length 
of his claws, and the richness of his fur, there was nothing further to be 
said on the subject; so ^^boot and saddle” was the word. A spare pony 
was provided for Mansfield, — poor Bimdoolah being too severely wounded 
to be fit for work — and in five minutes they were all cantering homewards. 
Mght had closed in, before they reached the Cantonment : and the chilly 
mountain-breeze whistled bleak and cheerless through the woods. But a 
good dinn er and a bright fire awaited them — and one there was who fondly 
hoped that the smile of beauty would greet his return ; so with light heai'ts 
they pushed merrily forward, smoking their cigars, and talkiug over the 
adventures of the day. 

We remarked, that evening, that Master Charles succeeded in getting 
up a very comfortable flirtation with the bloomiug Kate ; and from the 
sunny smile which danced in her deep blue eye, and played around her 
pretty mouth, as she listened to his half-whispered conversation, we felt 
satisfied that the flaming account of his exploits, given by Mansfield at 
dinner, had not been lost upon her. 

Charles retired to rest with his head and heart brimful of love ; and that 
night his pillow was beset by fleeting visions of blue eyes and bear-skins, 
tigers, turtle-doves, and true-love-knots. 
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CHAPTEE IV. 


A TIGER HUNT ON THE NEILGHERRT HILLS. 


^ devil brings you bere ? ” exclaimed old 

' aMV Lorimer, as Ishmail^ armed to the teeth, ad- 

V V vanced to hold the stirrup whilst he mounted 
his horse; I thought Dr. M^Phee had 

« ordered you to keep your bed.” 

He did so. Sahib ; but I could not rest. 
- There is blood between that tiger and me, 
and my wounds will not heal tlU I have been 
revenged on him. With the permission of 
your Highness, I must have a hand in his 
death.” 

" Well, well, so be it, you blood-thirsty old savage, and much good may 
it do you. But is all prepared? — ^have plenty of fireworks been sent to the 
ground ? — and has the ravine been watched during the night ? ” 

“ The slaves of your Highness never sleep. Sahib, Our best scouts 
have been on the watch ever since sunset yesterday ; a mouse could not 
pass them unobserved ; and I myself have seen that there are plenty of fire- 
works prepared. By the Holy Prophet I it shall not be for want of fire if 
he beats us this time.” 

" Good ! — Then mount and follow us.” 

The sun was just peeping over the hill-tops as our party came in sight of 
the ravine, where they had left the tiger the evening before. Under the 
shelter of a large tree, a group of natives, who had been relieved from their 
cheerless watch, sat enveloped in their dark cumbleys^ couching round the 
embers of a wood fire, and shivering with cold, as they handed fi:om one to 
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another the sociable kalUoon^ the never-failing comfort, and almost only- 
luxury of the temperate Hindoo. 

« These poor fellows have had a cold night’s work,” remarked old Lorimer, 
as the natives rose to salute him ; hut never mind, we shall soon find em- 
ployment for them, that will warm their blood, else I’m mistaken. Here, 
Ayapah, what news of the tiger ? Have you marked him in ? ” 

Ho, Sahii;^ replied Ayapah, bringing the palms of his hands together, 
and raising them to his forehead, as in the attitude of prayer. The tiger 
awaits your Highness’s pleasmre. — He shall eat bullets.” 

Where is he ? In this ravine ? ” 

No, Sahib, He killed a bullock last night, and is now lying in a small 
ravine close to the Todah Mund,^^ 

All the better ; we shall have less trouble in dri-ving bim out. Ayapah, 
show us the way.” 

Ayapah shook the dew from his cumbley, drew his cumberbund more 
tightly round his loins, thrust a long hunting-knife into his belt, and, grasping 
his match-lock, led the way down a rocky path which crossed the large 
ravine, in the direction of the Todah Mund, 

Are not these a fine race of men ? ” remarked Mansfield, as they 
approached the village, pointing to a group of Todahs who were loirnging 
about with the bold careless air of independent mountaineers. 

" How different is their maimer from that of the effeminate Hindoos ! 
You see they are perfectly respectful, and salute us with a gentle inclination 
of the head ; but there is nothing cringmg or timid in their mode of doing 
so. They are too dignified even to evince curiosity, which they consider 
womanish, and appear to be almost unconscious of our presence. Look at 
that fine venerable old patriarch leaning against his hut, which appears hardly 
large enough to contain him ; his high and strongly-marked features bear 
the native stamp of dignity, whilst his finely-formed head, covered with a 
profusion of short curling hair, and the lower part of his face ahnost con- 
cealed by his enormous whiskers and long flowing beard, might serve as 
models for a bust of Hercules.” 
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“ They are indeed a noble race of people,” replied Charles, and not 
only their appearance, bnt their dress, is perfectly classical. That single 
web of coarse cloth, thrown around them in graceful folds, is exactly the 
Eoman toga.” 

And here comes a Eoman matron,” added Mansfield, pointing to a very 
handsome Todah woman, who approached them, followed by a laughing 
group of naked children. She was dressed in a web of cloth, similar to that 
worn by the men, but arranged so as to conceal more of the person. Her 
complexion was not much darker than that of an Italian, and her skin so 
transparent that the blue veins could be distinctly traced under it. Her 
long silky hair, the arrangement of which had evidently cost her some little 
trouble, hung in flowing ringlets over her shoulders, and her only ornaments 
were some heavy bracelets formed of brass. Her easy, natural, yet graceful 
carriage was that of a true child of nature, ignorant of crime, and happy 
in her ignorance ; whilst her clear hazel eye, beaming with confidence and 
innocent simplicity, formed a striking contrast to the dark rolling volup- 
tuous orbs of the more coy beauties of the plain. She displayed none of 
the haughty reserve so remarkable in the men ; but coming up to the party, 
with a smiling air, began, like a true daughter of Eve, to talk with great 
energy, laughing and gesticulating aU the time, and appearing perfectly 
satisfied with herself; although it was evident, from the manner of her 
hearers, that they did not understand a single word she said. 

Who would have supposed that this pretty young creature is the wife 
of ten or a dozen husbands ? ” remarked Mansfield. 

" The wife of a dozen husbands ! ” exclaimed Charles in astonishment. 
« Why, Mansfield, you are laughing at me. A plurality of wives is bad 
enough, but who ever heard of a plurality of husbands ? The thing is im- 
possible.” 

" Both possible and true,” replied Mansfield, " all these men, whom you 
see lotmging about, are her husbands. The law of the Todahs allows but 
one wife to the inhabitants of each village, and, till within the last few 
years, a still more barbarous custom existed amongst them, that of destroy- 
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ing all the female cliildren, except one, wMch was reared to supply the place 
of the mother. I am happy to say, howeyer, that Government has suc- 
ceeded in putting a stop to this horrible system of infanticide. You may 
remark that there are now as many female as male children, and as these 
grow up, the plm*ality of husbands will no doubt gradually faU into disuse.” 

hTow, then, lads,” exclaimed old Lorimer, bustling up with his heavy 
rifle across his shoulder, “ let ’s to work, and see who ’U win the tiger-skin. 
Bones of my ancestors, boys, I never saw so pretty a place to kill a tiger ! 
— but come and see — I think I have arranged it so that he can hardly slip 
through our fingers.” 

The place into which the tiger had been marked was a small ravine at 
the back of the ^ullage ; the tangled brushwood, which grew out of the sides, 
meeting over it, in the form of an arch, so as to exclude the rays of the sun 
even at mid-day. A few large trees grew along the banks, perched upon 
which the sportsmen might defy the rage of their formidable enemy ; and 
the ground, for several hundred yards on each side, was open, and free from 
brushwood, so that the tiger could not possibly break cover without 
exposing himself to a murderous fire. 

Now, then, gentlemen, we have no time to lose,” cried Lorimer, you 
must each climb into one of these trees : Ishmail and his gang will scour 
the ravide with rockets, and the moment the tiger is afoot you wiU be 
good enough to give the alarm, that the beaters may fall back to the shelter 
of the village. As to you. Father Long-legs,” addressing the Doctor, I 
beg that you will keep your eyes open, and try for once to shoot like a 
gentleman. By the beard of the Prophet ! if you allow the tiger to pass, 
as you did the deer yesterday, I shall be tempted to send you a messenger 
from old ^ Elill-devil,’ that wiU make you jump off yom* perch like an 
electrified frog.” 

Hoot toot ! Maister Lorimer, but you ’re awfu’ raised like this mornin’,” 
replied the Doctor, grinning like an ogre ! I ’m thinkin ye ’r tmmin daft 
on our hands a’ thegether. To speak o’ knockin a dacent man aff the top 
o’ a tree like a hoody-craw ! — Shootin an M. D. wi’ as little ceremony as if 
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he were a muckle black ape ! — O’d Sir, you’r no canny — you ’r waur than 
the tigre himsell — I ’ll just speel up, and be out o’ your reach, afore the 
deeyle gets the upper hand o’ you.” 

So saying, the Doctor sprang to the nearest tree, into which he climbed 
with wonderful agility ; and having perched himself, astride, on a comfortable 
branch, sat dangling his long legs, and grinning defiance like an overgrown 
baboon. The rest of the party followed his example, and were soon perched 
on the various trees which skirted the ravine. Old Lorimer alone remained 
on foot, being too unwieldy to attempt such feats of agility. 

What do you intend to do. Sir ?” inquired Mansfield, hailing him from 
a tree ; “ you are not going to remain on foot, are you ? ” 

Not exactly on foot,” replied Lorimer, I intend to sit on that bush ; ” 
pointing to one, on a little rising ground about two hundred yards from the 
ravine. I shall look on, and if you all miss the tiger, I shall be ready to 
toipe your eye — so mind your hits.” 

“ You don’t mean to say you will trust yourself on that bush I ” 
exclaimed Mansfield in astonishment. ^^Why, it is not three feet from 
the ground — and if the tiger charges, you are perfectly at his mercy.” 

It is not exactly the most desirable seat in the world,” replied the Old 
Gentleman, laughing ; but it is better than nothing. The Tiger is less 
likely to charge me there than if I were on foot. And supposmg he does 
come at me, I must just trust to Providence and old " KiU-devil,’ as I have 
often done before. Here, Ishmail, throw a cumhley over it, to keep out the 
thorns, and help me to get up. So, so ! — that ’s very comfortable — now 
then, my rifle, and then to work. Don’t spare the rockets — singe his 
whiskers for him, the blackguard.” 

Ishmad grinned a fiendish smile as he moved off to obey his orders. 

The bush which Lorimer had selected for his seat was one of those thorny 
shrubs which, growing in round isolated masses, become so densely matted 
and interwoven together as to afford an excellent seat, and, when covered 
by a thick blanket, to defend one from the thorns, is almost as comfortable 
as an air-cushion. On the top of this sat old Lorimer, much to the amuse- 
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ment of Hs young companions, with his legs crossed under him, and his 
rifle resting on his knees, looking perfectly happy, and very much like the 
figure of a Chinese Mandarin on a mantel-piece. 

Whizz! — crack! — away goes a rocket darting through the tangled 
brushwood in a zigzag course, like a fiery serpent. 

It is answered by a tremendous roar, which makes the earth tremble. 

Hurra ! a whole volley of rockets sweep the ravine, like a storm of 
fire. Now then he must show himself. Nothing but a salamander can 
stand this. Every rifle is cocked, and every eye strained to catch a 
glimpse of the skiilking savage. 

“ Look out ! he is afoot !” shouted Mansfield, as a low growl and a rust- 
ling in the bottom of the ravine annoimced that the tiger was at hand. 

Be ready for a start, Ishmail, and see that all the beaters make a rush 
for the village the moment he shows himself.” 

Again all was hushed in breathless silence, but no tiger appeared. 

Confound the skulking brute!” roared old Lorimer, hotching about on 
the top of his bush in an agony of impatience. Blaze away, Ishmail, give 
him more fire, man ; blow the cowardly beast to the devil ! ” 

Again a shower of rockets swept the ravine from end to end. Again the 
beaters rent the air with their shouts, but still no tiger. Ishmail actually 
foamed with rage, and Mansfield, unable longer to curb his impatience, 
sprang from the tree. 

I see how it is,” cried he, snorting like a war-horse. He has got 
into a cave again, as these rascally Mil tigers always do, when they can. 
But though it be deep as Hell and dark as Erebus, I ’ll have Mm out. 
Here, my hearties, lend a hand to cut away some of these bushes, that we 
may see what we are about.” 

The bushes having been partly cleared away, so as to admit sufficient 
daylight, Mansfield cautiously descended into the ravine, closely followed 
by the trusty Ishmail. After a short search they discovered a small cave 
in the bank of the ravine, the entrance to wMch was about four feet from 
the ground. 
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He must have taken shelter here^” remarked Mansfield ; and if so, it 
strikes me I shall be able to manage him. The entrance to the cave being 
so high above the ground, I can peep in without showing anything but my 
head ; and if I can only catch the glare of his eyes, I think I can plant a 
ball between them before he has time to make up his mind for a charge.” 

It is a dangerous experiment,” replied Ishmail, shaking his head, but 
your fortune is great. Sahib ; the tigers tremble at your presence ; we shall 
try it.” 

Not both of us, Ishmail ; you can be of no service to me here ; I must 
attempt it alone. But do you go and withdraw the beaters to a safe 
distance, and tell the gentlemen to be ready to pour in a volley in case he 
should charge.” 

Islunail felt much inclined to grumble at this arrangement, which pre- 
vented his sharing in the adventure. But he well knew that Mansfield’s 
orders were not to be disputed, and accordingly withdrew, muttering 
prayers, and invoking the aid of the Prophet in his behalf. 

Mansfield having removed the caps from his rifle, to ascertain that the 
powder was well up in the tubes, replaced them with fresh ones, so as to 
prevent the possibility of his w^eapon missing fire. He then crept quietly 
along tfll he was right under the cave, and raising his head, peeped cau- 
tiously into the gloomy recess- At first all was impenetrable darkness; 
but as liis eye became gradually accustomed to the subdued light, he per- 
ceived two bright green orbs glaring upon him from the inmost recess of 
the cavern. 

“ Now then for a steady hand,” thought Mansfield, as he slowly raised 
himself so as to bring his rifle to bear. A low surly growl announced that 
the tiger was on the alert, and a certain impatient switching of the tail, 
which invariably precedes a charge, did not escape the practised ear of 
Mansfield. 

Full well he knew there was no time to be lost. Quickly but steadily 
the heavy rifle was raised to his shoulder, his finger was on the trigger — 
another instant would have sent a two-ounce ball crashing through the 
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tiger’s skull, when a terrific roar burst from the cave — a huge mass of yel- 
low fur shot over his head as if projected from some powerful engine — the 
rifle exploded in the air, and our hero found himself sprawling on his back 
in the bottom of the ravine, and, strange to say, unhurt. 

With one bound the tiger gained the top of the opposite bank, and 
bursting through the tangled brushwood, started across the open ground 
at racing speed. A shower of balls saluted him as he made his appearance, 
but not a single shot took efiect. 

The only chance now remained with old Lorimer, and every eye was 
fixed upon him as Kilhdevil ” was slowly raised, and the sight brought to 
bear upon the tiger. 

“ Noo then,” exclaimed the Doctor, twisting his features into the most 
extraordinary contortions, and wriggling about on his perch in a perfect 
ecstasy of excitement. Noo then, Maister Lorimer, noo. Sir, for the love 
o’ goodness hand straight. Od’s my life, if you miss him noo, we ’ll never 
see mair of him. 0! man, tak a good vizzy; 0! Sir. — Hurra! — he’s 
deed — he’s deed,” — shouted the doctor, almost screaming with delight, as 

Kill-devil ” poured forth its deadly contents, and the wounded tiger, 
uttering a shrill roar, bounded high into the air But this triumphant 
shout was changed to a groan of horror, as the enraged brute turned from 
his course, and dashed with terrific bounds towards the bush on which 
Lorimer was seated. 

Again his rifie was raised with the coolness of despair— again the report 
was answered by a short angry roar, annoimcing that the ball had taken 
effect, but the tiger only dashed forward with increased speed. Nothing 
now can save him — every rifle has been discharged — three bounds more, 
and poor old Lorimer is a mangled corse. The tiger has gathered himself 
together for the last spring— Charles can bear it no longer, but burying his 
face in his hands, groans aloud. Ha I he ’s down — it ’s all over — No I — 
hark to that shot— ’t is Mansfield’s rifle— the ragged bullet whistles through 
the air, and the tiger, rearing up to his full height, falls back gasping in 
the last agonies. 
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A simultaneous shout of triumph burst from the assembled multitude as 
Mansfield stepped from the ravine, and dropping the butt-end of his rifle to 
the ground, drew a long breath hke one who has just had a heavy load of 
anxiety removed from his mind. 

My blessing on you, for a trusty companion,” murmured he, 
regarding his favourite weapon with a look of affection, as if it had been a 
living creatmre — You have stood my friend in many a hard pinch, but 
never before did you put forth your beauties in so good a cause. There was 
life and death on that shot — I had but one barrel left, and had I failed — it 
makes me shudder to think what that poor old man would now have been.” 

The moment it was ascertained that the tiger was fairly unable to rise, 
the beaters and villagers rushed down in a body to glut their eyes with the 
dying struggles of their vanquished foe, and many were the curses and 
maledictions showered upon the expiring tyrant, as he lay, terrible even in 
death, still glaring fiercely on his tormentors, and making feeble attempts to 
growl, whilst the frothy blood bubbled in his throat, and choked his dying 
sobs. 

God bless you, my boy!” exclaimed old Lorimer, grasping Mansfield’s 
hand in both of his, and squeezing it hard, whilst the tear of gratitude 
dimmed his eyes. " I have not words to thank you as I could wish, but I 
feel it— I feel it in the bottom of my heart; and my poor dear motherless 
child will bless you, and pray for you, whilst she lives, for having saved her 
old father from a cruel death.” 

Mansfield blushed Hke a bashful maiden at hearing the praises which 
were lavished upon him on all sides, and turned away to hide his confusion 
whilst he busied himself, with more than usual care, in reloading his rifle. 

"Pool poo! nonsense,” cried he at last; ^^what a fuss you all make 
about knocking over a tiger. Why it was not much of a shot, after all, 
although it happened to be put m at a lucky moment; any one of you might 
have done the same had your rifles been loaded.” 

I’m no just so sure o’ that,” remarked the Doctor, with a pawkey leer ; 
there are some of us no’ just that good at the lang ranges, and yon was a 
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deevle of a lang range. But be tbe shot good, or be it bad, it saved the 
life o’ the best friend I hae on earth, although he did threaten, no’ half 
an hour ago, to ding me aff the tree like a pyat ; and for that same I shall 
hae a respect for you, and your rifle gun, and your lang ranges, till my 
deem day — so gie ’s your hand, my trusty friend, and my blessing go wi’ 
you.” 

In the mean time Ishmail, who had dispatched the tiger by firiag a 
matchlock into his head, was busily employed, with a lighted match, in 
singeing off his whiskers. 

How do you like that, you sulky-looking old bantcJioat f ” muttered 
Ishmail, as he squatted in front of the dead tiger, singeing away with great 
industry. You little thought, half an hour ago, that you should have me 
for a barber; but I’ve got you by the beard now, and the devil a bristle 
shall I leave on yom* ugly snout. No, no, I had trouble enough with you 
when alive, and have no fancy to be haunted by your ghost now that you 
are dead.” 

Ishmail having finished the singeing operation to his entire satisfaction, 
the dead tiger was placed upon a cart drawn by four bullocks, and driven 
off towards the cantonment, followed by a crowd of natives, blowing 
horns, beating drums, and shouting forth the praises of the victor. 
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CHAPTEE V. 

DEER-STALKING^ AND IBEX SHOOTINO^ ON THE NEILGHERRY HILLS. 

fow much of romance, and old tradition, is as- 
sociated with the very word, Deer ! ” 

Does it not, gentle Eeader, conjure up 
before thee many a legend of the olden time 
— many a scene of ancient chivalry? — 
The Douglas and the Percy? — The bloody 
field of Chevy Chase ? — The ancient Forests 
of our Elings ? — Eobin Hood and his merry 
men ? — Shakspeare, and the mad pranks 
of his youth ? 

We can hardly fancy the most phlegmatic alderman, gazing on a fat 
haunch, without thinking of honest Jack Falstaff, and Windsor Forest ; 
and remembering that, in all ages, the deer has been the theme of Poets’ 
song — the game of Kings. 

As such, we have a regard for " the bonny dun-deer” above all other 
animals of the chase. We look upon him as a noble animal of ancient 
family. And we never behold him wandering over his wild domains, with 
the lofty bearing of a feudal Baron, that a certain feeling of respect does 
not creep over us. 

There are many Indian field-sports, in which we have played our part, of 
a grander and more exciting nature than that of deer-stalking ; but there 
are none to which we look back with greater pleasure. We have certain 
romantic ideas connected with this sport, which we do not associate with 
any other, and which we can only trace to the sublime natime of the scenery 
amidst which it has been enjoyed, coupled with the silent, solitary, character 
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of the sport itself ; — for we have ever agreed in thinking, with the quaint 
old author of The Treatyse of Fyshynge ivyth an Angle f that, in deer- 
stalking, as in the gentle craft f Wlianne ye purpoos to go on your 
dysporteSy ye shall not desyre gretly many persons loythyou^'^ 

Dearly did we love those solitary rambles among the wild hills ; nor did 
we ever miss, or seek for any society but our own thoughts. And clearly 
do we now love to look back to the happy days we have spent in " hunting 
of the deer.” To remember how we have watched him, with his herd, 
feeding in some lone glen; — or looming through the mist Ulce a gray 
spectre ; — or cutting the sky-line, like a sculptured image, on the pinnacle 
of a mountain, where he keeps his watch, at break of day, scanning the 
surrounding hills with jealous eye. We love to remember how the royal 
hart hath led us many a weary mile, in the exciting contest of man’s reason 
against the unerring instinct of the brute ; — our manoeuvres, foiled by the 
keen vision, and exquisite sense of smell, which nature has bestowed upon 
the stag for his protection, and which he uses with the sldll of a con- 
summate general ; — the wild scenes through wliich w^e have followed the 
chase, far away from the haunts of man, w^here no sound is heard but the 
plash of the distant waterfall, and the sighing of the wind thi'ough the long 
rank grass ; — the pure air of the mountains bracing the nerves, and setting 
fatigue at defiance. 

Mile after mile have we thus passed over in the heart-stirring piu'suit, — 
hour after hour has thus flown by, equally unheeded, — till the shades of 
night have closed around us, and the wailing cry of the jackall has warned 
us to retrace our weary steps over the moonlit hills. 

So great an enthusiast are we in the art of deer-stalking, that w^e look 
upon it as the poetry of hunting. It is a pursuit which calls forth all the 
energies of the hunter’s mind as well as of his body : it is a campaign in 
miniature ; it is a study for a general ; and it is a sport which, if followed 
in a proper spirit, with due moderation, and by a person of tolerably culti- 
vated tastes, ought to make the solitary deer-stalker, not only a wiser but 
a better man. 
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'We have never gazed upon the glorious works of nature with such profound 
feehngs of reverence^ and gratitude towards the heneficent Creator of all 
things, as, when sitting alone on a wild hill side, in the warm twilight of a 
tropical evening, surrounded by all that is grand and beautiful in mountain 
scenery, we have watched the wary deer feeding securely in the green 
valley below ; and, by means of that wonderful instinct which their merciful 
Creator has bestowed upon them, defying the utmost skill of man to 
approach them. We have never sat down to a sumptuously covered table, 
with half the feeling of gratitude towards Him who gives us our daily 
bread, that we have, in our solitary tent, to a frugal supper of broiled venison, 
earned with the sweat of our hrow. And never have we retired to rest in 
a happier frame of mind, or enjoyed more balmy slumber, than after the 
successful termination of a hard day’s deer-stalking. 

It has often proved a subject of wonder to us, that this sport of deer- 
stalking, in spite of the many charms which it possesses in our eyes, finds 
so few followers amongst the sportsmen of India. 

We have known hundreds of men who rode well to hog, who were 
undeniable rifle shots, who were good sportsmen in every respect, and who 
used to prove the life and soul of our merry parties in the jungle ; but, 
amongst those, we could point out but few who had poetry enough — or 
perhaps foolish romance enough — in their composition, to appreciate the 
delights of the solitary deer-stalker’s life. 

Indeed, amongst all our sporting friends — if we except our brother, who 
was, and still is, a perfect enthusiast — Mansfield was the only one who 
could fully sympathise with us in our ardent love for this sport. He was 
an enthusiastic admirer of nature ; he understood the poetry of the thing ; 
and much as he had distinguished himself in the various manly field-sports 
of India, — much as he enjoyed the society of his brother sportsmen, — much 
as his society was courted by them,— he never appeared so much in his 
element, as when following a shy old stag through the solitary wilds of 
the Neilgherry Hills — and no man knew better than he how to do so with 
success. 
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^ It was therefore with no small feeling of satisfaction, that he avaUed 
himself of a quiet day, after the encounter with the tiger, to initiate his 
young friend Charles into the mysteries of his favourite pursuit. 

The ground selected for this day’s sport was Chenykonoor,— a spot 
amongst the Ghats, on the edge of the hills, which, on account of the 
extreme diflSculty of the ground, and its remoteness from the cantonment 
of Ootacamund, was little known, and less frequented, hy any one except 
the stanch deer-stalker Mansfield himself. 

It stiU wanted more than an hour of daylight, when Charles, who, 
partly owing to the cold — for this was the first night he had passed under 
canvass on the hills — and partly from over-anxiety, had enjoyed but 
broken slumbers, started from his hard camp bed, and roused Mansfield 
out of a sound sleep. 

The full moon had, for the last hour, been shining on the young 
sportsman’s face, and the bellowing voice of the old stags, calling from hill 
to hiU, was a temptation he could no longer resist. 

Mansfield, delighted at the ardour of his yoimg companion, (juickly 
obeyed the summons ; — and, having ascertained that Charles was properly 
clothed in the sober habiliments of a deer-stalker, the two sportsmen, 
followed by Mansfield’s favourite 'peon Ayapah, proceeded, over the moonlit 
hills, towards the edge of the Ghats, 

Here, by rights, the sportsmen ought to have separated, each taking his 
own beat ; but Charles being a novice in the art, it was necessary, on 
this occasion, that he and Mansfield should keep together. 

Daylight was beginning to appear, as they reached the groimd, where 
Mansfield expected to find deer; and the occasional bellow of a stag af- 
forded welcome evidence that his expectations would not be disappointed. 
But the hills were enveloped in so dense a mist, that no object could be 
distinguished ; and the sportsmen sat down, in silence, to await its clear- 
ing off. 

By slow degrees, the white curtain arose, gradually unclothing a conical 
hiU, in front, till aU was bare, except the rocky summit on which the 
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vapour liuiig like a silver veil. -A-nd iiow> tlirougli tlie gray mist^ on the 
very pinnacle of the highest peak, loomed forth a shadowy outline, like the 
dim ghost of a gigantic deer. 

Mansfield laid his hand gently upon the arm of his companion, and both 
crouched low upon the ground. 

As the sun rose behind the sleeping mountains, its rays shot through 
the fog, dispersing it like magic, and a flood of crimson light struck full upon 
a noble stag. From a mere shadow, he now stood forth in bold relief, 
his stately form and wide spreading antlers showing so vividly distinct 
against the sky-line, that distance was forgotten, and Charles could have 
sworn that the wild jealous glance of his eye met his, as they watched each 
other. 

After making a rapid survey of the surroitnding ground, Mansfield shook 
his head. 

I fear, Charley my boy^ he is too old a soldier for us. — He has taken 
up so commanding a position that there is little chance of our getting near 
liim ; but we may try.” 

So saying, Mansfield arose, for there was no means of effectually con- 
cealing themselves, and began to saunter off carelessly, in an opposite 
direction to where the deer stood, in hopes that, by so doing, they 
might be enabled to make a wide detour, and approach him under cover 
of the hill. 

The stag did not attempt to leave his post ; but stood watching their 
motions, turning as if on a pivot, so as to keep his head always towards 
them, till a mass of rock concealed them from his view, when he took the 
alarm; and, on again coming in sight of the conical hill, the sportsmen 
found its rocky summit imtenanted. 

I thought so,” remarked Mansfield, looking somewhat disappointed, 
for the stag had exhibited a pair of antlers, such as even he had seldom had 
the good fortune to meet with. But never mind; there are plenty more 
good heads where that one came from: we shall have blood on the knife 
yet before night.” 
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The fog had^ by this time^ rolled away from the hills^ leaving a clear 
blue sky over head. But^ some hundred feet below the spectators, as they 
stood upon the edge of the Ghat, a level mass of white vapour extended to 
the horizon, from which the rays of the sun were reflected with intense 
brilliancy, as if the hiUs had been surrounded by an interminable desert of 
frozen snow. Slowly, and imperceptibly, the dense mass of vapour yielded 
to the increasing heat, till the features of the plain below could be faintly 
traced, as iF through a curtain of thick gauze. Another moment, and the 
veil was rent asunder; — the thin sheet of cloud was broken into detached 
masses, which condensed with the rapidity of steam; and the glowing 
scenery of the low-country, its varied features dwindled into Lilliputian 
proportions, and bathed in glowing sunshine, burst upon the sight, like a 
bright vision of fairy-land. 

The effect was magical; and so wrapped in admiration was Charles, 
that Mansfield was obliged, more than once, to repeat his warning whistle, 
before he became aware that the keen deer-stalker was already on the top 
of a rising ground, at some distance, carefully sweeping the horizon with 
his telescope. 

There,” said Mansfield, placing the glass in the hands of his companion, 
and pointing to a range of hills about two miles off, take a look, and tell 
me what you see.” 

Charles looked in the direction indicated, threw down the glass, jumped 
to his feet, and began capering about in an ecstasy of delight. 

A whole herd of deer, by all that is beautiful ! — Come, Mansfield — 
come — let’s be at them at once ! ” 

So saying, the eager young sportsman snatched up his rifle, and set off, 
at a trot, in the direction of the deer. 

Hark, back !— Hark, back !”— exclaimed Mansfield, laughing.— Not 
so fast, youngster. There are two or three things to be considered before 
we proceed any farther. Pray can you tell me from what point the wind 
blows this fine fresh morning ? ” 

The wind ! ” replied Charles, looking a good deal astonished, and 
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glancing around, as if to make out the points of the compass. " Why, I 
can hardly tell. I should think it was somewhere about south-east. But 
what has the wind got to do with it ? ” 

The points of the compass, indeed, have not much to do with it,”— 
replied Mansfield, smiling. But had you followed the line you were 
taking, you would have foimd, to your cost, that the direction of the wind, 
wuth reference to the position of the game, is a trifling circumstance worth 
attending to in deer-stalking. Do you not perceive that the wind blows 
directly fi’om where we stand, towards the deer ? ” 

To be sm'e I do. But what of that ? ” 

Simply this ; that were we to attempt to approach them from this side, 
with every advantage of ground in our favour, we should see the whole herd 
toss up their noses, and gallop oflP, before we were within half a mile of them. 
The wonderfully acute sense of smell possessed by the deer, is the thing of 
all others to be guarded against in stalking. We must get round them, and 
approach them, up the wind^ even if it costs us a day’s march to accomplish 
om object.” 

The nature of the ground was favourable for stalking, and Mansfield soon 
gained a position from whence the deer might be approached without 
alarming their keen sense of smell. There still remained much difficulty in 
approaching them unseen. But long experience had given to Mansfield a 
correctness of eye, an almost instinctive faculty of availing himself of the 
slightest inequality of ground, which few deer-stalkers ever attain, and, 
after surmounting innumerable difficulties, the sportsmen at length found 
themselves under cover of a little hiUock behind which the deer were 
feeding. 

Here the sportsmen halted ; and Mansfield motioned to Charles to remove 
the caps from his rifle, and replace them by fresh ones, in case they might 
have become damp in creeping through the long grass. 

All being ready, Mansfield crawled, on hands and knees, to the top of 
the hillock, and, lying flat upon the ground, peeped cautiously into the little 
valley beyond. There were the herd, still at feed, and well within range. 
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Mansfield conld have picked off any one of them. But nothing met his eye 
save long-eared, tumd looking hinds, who might thank theh stars they were 
not overlooked by a •pot-hunter. 

Mansfield was too good a sportsman to shoot game merely for the sake of 
boasting, afterwards, that he had killed a certain number in a certain time — 
as, we regret to say, is too often the case among men who aspire to that 
character — and made it a rule never to kill a hind except when deer were 
scarce, and his people in want of food. 

Charles being a promising pupil, and one in whose sporting education he 
took a pride, Mansfield thought this a good opportunity to impress upon the 
mind of the young sportsman a useful lesson of coolness, forbearance and 
mercy ; and although Charles, more than once, attempted to raise his rifle 
— keeping his eyes aU the time riveted upon the hinds, with a longing, lov- 
ing look, such as a young pointer casts upon a dead bird, which, although 
close under his nose, he does not dare to touch, — Mansfield was inexorable, 
and held him down with a grasp, against which it was in vain to contend. 

The wily deer-stalker knew well that where so many hinds were congre- 
gated, there must be a stag at no great distance, and therefore remained 
perfectly still, allowing them to feed on quietly, wliilst he watched their 
graceful motions, and stored his mind with characteristic attitudes to be 
introduced at some future period in his drawings. 

Presently the hinds began to look about, and one of them called. 

Now he knew their lord was coming — and a slight motion of the hand 
made Charles aware of the fact. 

The rifle was silently cocked, and next moment the young sportsman had 
brought his sight to bear upon the bristling shoulder of a royal-stag, as he 
slowly emerged from a thicket of gigantic fern. 

It was the identical stag they had first seen, and attempted, in vain, to 
stalk. Mansfield recognised his noble head at a glance. 

The ragged bullet sped hissing through the air, and the hinds, startled 
by the report of the rifle, scampered off in wild confusion. The stag 
made one sickly reel, but immediately recovered himself, and followed them 
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with blood bubbling from a wound in the shoulder. Mansfield fired^ right 
and left^ and planted two baRs in his side before he was out of range, but 
without any apparent effect upon the enormous brute, who rattled down 
the G/iaf^ without a stagger, clattering over the rocks like a cart-horse. 

The difficulty now was how to proceed. A young hand would naturally 
have followed the wounded deer, who, with three large balls through his 
body, could not be expected to go far. But Mansfield was well aware of 
the extraordinary tenacity of life possessed by this species of deer, and also 
knew that, if followed, he would pursue his downward course, as long as 
life remained, and probably be lost in the heavy forest jungle which encircles 
the base of the hills. And yet, if allowed to get out of sight, he would as 
probably be lost amongst the high fern and lemon-grass, or in one of the 
deep wooded ravines with which the country abounded. Fortimately, 
however, the elevated position occupied by the hunters, gave them an ad- 
vantage, of which no man knew better than Mansfield, how to avail him- 
self; and, by skilful manoeuvring, he managed to creep from point to point, 
keeping the wounded deer in sight without frightening him, or driving him 
into the low-country. 

The stag, finding he was not pursued, and never having seen the 
hunters from the first, soon stopped. 

But he was in a very ticklish position, and Mansfield felt that his utmost 
generalship must now be called into play — for if frightened, or missed, 
that noble stag was lost to him for ever. The animal was by this time 
more than half way down the Gkat^ with a clear run below him into the 
heavy forest jungle, — and a few hundred yards beyond him was a dark and 
dangerous ravine, for which he was evidently making, and from which, if 
he once gained its sanctuary, there was little chance of ever recovering 
him. 

Desiring Charles and the j?eon to remain perfectly quiet, Mansfield, with 
a rifle in each hand, began to creep down the steep descent, with the stealthy 
pace of a panther. 

About a hundred and fifty yards from the spot where the wounded deer 
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stood gazing stupidly around him, there grew a small clump of stunted date 

trees, which did not escape the practised eye of the deer-stalker ; this 

was the point at which he aimed, and, by dint of creeping on hands and 
knees, he at last succeeded in getting behind it. 

Stopping for a moment to draw breath, Mansfield brought his heavy 
two-ounce rifle to bear upon the shaggy neck of the stag, and fired. 
Down dropped his noble head, and a stream of blood gushed from his 
throat, but still he stood firm. 

Now for the double rifle. One ball crashed through his ribs, another 
plunged into his shoulder, — he only winced, and before Mansfield could 
reload he was ofi*, making for the deep ravine before alluded to. But his 
gallant heart was sinking. — His strength failed him before he reached the 
stronghold. — He halted, and stood tottering beneath the shade of a tree. 

The stag was now so close to the ravine that Mansfield did not dare to 
venture on a long shot, at three hundi*ed yards, for fear of missing him, and 
the nature of the ground would not admit of his approaching any nearer. 

For a full hour, by his watch, Mansfield kept sentry over his quarry, 
expecting every moment to see him drop. His heart smote him as he 
marked the laborious breathing of the poor animal. He felt disgusted 
with himself — as every one must have felt who has been forced to have 
recourse to such a scene of butchery in securing his game — and almost 
wished that the first shot had never been fired. But it was now too late 
to retract. The death of the poor animal was inevitable, and the sooner he 
was put out of pain the better. 

Once the stag lay down, and then Mansfield fancied all was over ; but 
he rose again, and having ascertained, by the aid of his glass, that the 
animal was gaining strength, rather than getting weaker, he determined 
upon risking a long shot. 

The first ball fell short, — the second hit, bringing the animal on his knees. 
But the stag immediately regained his footing — made a rush, rather than a 
run — and disappeared in the dark ravine, for which he had been making 
from the first. 
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And tills with seven halls through his body ! ! 

Now we are aware that what we have just narrated must appear to the 
reader very like an Indian story, and if he doubts our veracity we can 
hardly blame him. We have only to say that every particular was noted 
down on the spot, and that we have related them word for word as they 
occurred. 

Tired and dispirited, Mansfield abandoned the pursuit, and retraced his 
weary steps towards the place where he had left his companions. 

Ayapali, one of the most indefatigable Shikarees we ever knew, now 
volunteered to undertake the forlorn hope of retrieving the wounded deer. 
A council of war having been held on the subject, it was settled that he 
should descend the Ghat by a rather dangerous path, which would enable 
him to reach the bottom of the ravine, taking a rifle with him to despatch 
the stag if he found him : whilst the two sportsmen watched above in case 
he should move. 

Another anxious hour passed. At length the trusty Ayapah was seen 
to reach the foot of the Ghat in safety — he descended into the ravine — 
and, next moment, a faint report announced that the death shot had been 
administered. 

As previously arranged, the two sportsmen set off* to the nearest burgher 
village to procure people to carry home the deer ; and by two o’clock the 
noblest pair of antlers, which now grace the walls of our Sanctum^ were 
hanging from the pole of jldansfield’s tent — and a dozen happy villagers were 
trudging home, under a welcome load of venison. 

Ayapah reported that he had found the stag dying, under a rock, but 
that he got upon his legs, and made a feeble attempt to charge, before he fell. 

\ erily, there is no more gallant brute in nature than a Neilgherry stag. 

After partaking of some luncheon, the sportsmen again sallied forth. 

As it was still too early in the day for deer to be again at feed — the only 
time there is much chance of finding them, without hounds, in a country 
abounding with such strong cover, Mansfield took a new line, proceeding 
to a wild precipitous part of the Ghats which he knew to be freq[uented by 
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a herd of that rare animal the ibex of the Neilgherries. — If the reader be 
a naturalist, he may perhaps find it worth while to glance at the description 
of this animal given in our notes. 

The heat had, by this time, become oppressive. The wild animals had 
all retired for shelter to the dark woods and deep ravines. And, even 
with the aid of the telescope, not a hving thing could be seen, over the wide 
extent of country, which the elevated position of the hunters enabled them 
to command. 

They had already scrambled along the precipitous face of the Ghats for 
several weary miles ; now following a narrow deer-track ; now descending 
to avoid a bluff headland of rock, or an impenetrable ravine ; and now 
climbing painfully up the dry bed of a mountain torrent, filled with loose 
round stones, which rolled from under the feet at every step, and went 
thundering down the side of the mountain, rendering the ascent both 
difficult and dangerous. 

Charles, unaccustomed to such severe exercise, was beginning to exhibit 
evident symptoms of fatigue, and to moralise on the folly of risking one’s 
precious neck for the sake of an ibex, when Mansfield suddenly stopped ; 
and, laying his hand upon the arm of his companion, pointed, silently, 
towards a lofty crag, some thousand feet above them, upon the pinnacle of 
which, between them and the sky, stood a noble male ibex, the watchful 
sentinel of his herd. 

The distance was so great, and the animal so perfectly motionless, that 
Charles fancied they had not been observed, and instinctively crouched 
behind the nearest rock. 

« It is too late to attempt concealment,”— remarked Mansfield. « There 
is no more vigilant sentry than an old buck ibex, and I’ll engage that 
fellow had his eye upon us, long before we observed him. But, sharp as 
he is, I think I can show you how to circumvent him, provided you are a 
tolerable cragsman, and can stand another hour’s climbing.” 

Charles, whose spirits had rallied at the sight of game, declared liimself 
ready for anything. 
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Ropes having been procured from the neighbouring village, a burgher 
was induced, by the promise of some venison, to venture down the precipice, 
and the two ibex last shot were slimg up, after some difficulty. The others 
— as is too often the case in ibex shooting — had fallen far beyond the reach 
of man, and were reluctantly abandoned to the vultures. 

Mansfield having eongratulated Charles on the good success of his first 
attempt in the difficult and dangerous sport of ibex shooting, and having 
refreshed h i m, after his labours, with a mouthful of brandy and water, of 
which he stood in much need, the game was left in charge of the villagers, 
who agreed to carry it to the tent, and the sportsmen strolled towards 
home, by a circuitous route, keeping a good look-out for deer as they went 
along. 

The sun was now getting low, and the wild cry of the pea-fowl arose 
from the wooded valleys ; but no deer were yet visible. Soon, however, 
the distant bellowing of a stag was heard, echoing amongst the silent billa. 
This was a sure sign that the deer were moving out to feed, and Mansfield 
now proceeded, with great circumspection, scanning the hills with his glass, 
and peeping cautiouslyover every rising ground, before venturing toshowhim- 
self. Once or twice a hind started from amongst the long fern, almost at the 
feet of the sportsmen. But Charles having been previously cautioned by 
Mansfield not to fire at any thing but stags, they were allowed to go off 
unharmed. At length, on turning the abrupt shoulder of a hill, a crash 
was heard, proceeding from a thicket below, and next moment the head of 
a fine stag appeared, forcing his way through the tangled brushwood, and 
tossing the branches aside with his sweeping antlers. He was far out of 

range, so the two sportsmen crouched behind a rock, and watched his 
proceedings in silence. 

Having oast his jealous eye around, and apparently satisfied himself that 
aft was nght, the majestic animal began to graze, feeding up slowly towards 
the haters, and lazily brushing off the flies with Ms horns. Half an hour 

thus pMsed, and the stag had approached within about a hundred and 
eighty yards of Mansfield’s place of concealment, when he suddenly appeared 
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to scent danger on the wind, and threw up his head with a wild snort. It 
was answered by the sharp report of Mansfield’s rifle, and the stag drawing 
himself together with a convulsive shudder, dropped apparently quite dead. 

He was about to press the trigger of the second barrel, when his feon 
gave an alarm that deer were passing behind, and Mansfield ran round the 
hiU to intercept them : but he was too late, and when he retmmed the stag 
was still lying in the same spot where he had fallen. 

Ten minutes having now elapsed since the first shot had been fired, 
during which the stag had never shown any symptoms of life, Mansfield 
thought it needless to make a target of his body ; but drawing his hunting 
knife walked towards him. 

Having to cross two deep ravines, before he reached the stag, Mansfield 
took the precaution of leaving Charles and the jpeon to watch, in case, by 
any chance, he should come to life again ; and it was well he did so, for he had 
not got more than half way, when a shout from the^^eaw, and the sharp report 
of a rifle, announced that the stag was once more upon his legs. Mansfield 
rushed forward, and was just in time for a snap shot, as the animal was 
disappearing, at a smart gallop, over the ridge of a hill. Down he came 
again, but rose in an instant and trotted off. 

Leaving his discharged rifle, Mansfield gave chase, armed with his long 
hunting knife, and soon came up with the quarry, for he was sick and faint 
from the effects of the last shot. 

The wounded stag, finding himself unable to escape, turned in despair, 
and stood at bay. His mouth was besmeared with foam, and his bloodshot 
eye rolled savagely as he lowered his head for a charge. On he came with 
mane erect. Mansfield, who watched his motions with the eye of a 
hawk, stepped nimbly aside to avoid the deadly stroke of his horn, and 
drove the hunting knife, up to the hilt, in his chest. One vigorous struggle 
separated them ; and away went the stag, actually splashing the bushes with 
his blood, yet facing a steep hill, at a pace which left Mansfield, dead beat, 
far behind. But he could not go far. He reeled — staggered — made one 
desperate effort to reach a dark ravine — and dropped dead upon the brink. 
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By the time this deer was broken up, the sun had already set, and the 
sportsmen — after having tied a handkerchief to his horns to prevent the 
wild dogs from attacking the carcass during the night — made the best of 
their way towairds the tent. 

Darkness succeeded sunset with that rapidity peculiar to a tropical cli- 
mate, and the wailing notes of the jackall came sweeping by them on the 
night wind, before they had proceeded half a mile over the liills. 

It was already so dark that objects could no longer be distinguished at the 
distance of a hundred yards, and Charles had just called the attention of 
: 3Iansfieid to the beautiful effect of the full moon wliich was rising behind 

a rocky hill before them, when suddenly, as if by magic, the figure of a noble 
stag which had hitherto been shrouded in darkness, rose between them and the 
light, and remained perfectly motionless, his graceful form thrown out strongly 
against the red disk of the moon, like a figure reflected by a magic lantern. 

Mansfield slowly raised his rifle, the fine sight of which, being opposed 
I to the light, showed as clear as if it had been noon-day. 

The sharp report was answered by a fiendish yell from the startled 
jackalls — and the fonn of the stag, sinking apparently into the ground, 
disappeared as suddenly, as if it had, indeed, been only a phantom. The 
; ball had passed through his heart, and he died without a struggle, 
i The moon was now shining, cold and bright, over the wild Ghats, By 
' her pale light the hunters performed the last offices to the departed, and, 
j strapping his glorious head upon Ayapah’s back, they struck out over the 
hills, and soon reached tbe welcome shelter of their tent. 

After enjoying a hearty supper of broiled venison, and discussing the 
events of the day over a cup of hot coffee, and a sociable cigar, the wearied 
j hunters retired to rest with light hearts, and the pleasing reflection that 
: the produce of then day’s sport had supplied a whole burgher village with 

i a week’s supply of animal food, which to these poor people is the greatest 
' of all luxuries. 

I Gentle reader, if you wish to enjoy deer-stalking in perfection, and 
' without restraiut, go to the Ifeilgherry Hills ! 
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CHAPTER VI. 

A RIDE IN THE GREAT WALIAR JUNGLE. 

LD Lorimer being laid up with an attack of 
gout, and Ishmail not yet sufficiently recovered 
from his wounds to enable him to resume his 
duties as huntsman, Mansfield had made arrange- 
ments with Charles and the Doctor, for a few 
days’ hunting in the Great Jungle, which ex- 
tends from the base of the liills, towards the 
Western Ghauts, and in which bison, deer, and 
wild elephants are found in abundance. — The 
tents and camp equipage had been sent on, two days in advance, in charge 
of Mansfield’s peon^ Ayapah; and, on a fine bright morning, our tlmee 
friends started, on horseback, for their hunting ground. 

As they rode slowly down the romantic pass which leads from the lulls 
to the heavy forest jungle below, their conversation naturally turned upon 
Mansfield’s late adventure with the tiger. 

Od, man, but yon was a narrow escape ye had frae the tigre,” remarked 
the Doctor ; I canna’ think hoo he gae’d o’er you without gi’en you a skilp 
wi’ ane o’ thae muckle paws o’ his, for they’r gae an’ I’eady wi’ them by 
ordinar ! ” 

Faith, Doctor, that’s more than I can tell you myself,” replied ilans- 
field ; aU I recollect is hearing a roar, seeing some large object fly over 
my head, and finding myself sprawling at the bottom of the ravine, with 
one barrel of my rifle discharged. I must confess it was a fool-hardy 
attempt on my part, and I have got out of the sci*ape much better than I 
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deserved. I received a lesson in my early days, wliicli ought to have taught 
me prudence, and made me cautious of attacking any thing in the shape of a 
tiger for tlie rest of my life,” 

]May I ask what that ^yas ? ” inquired Charles, who now began to take 
a deep interest in Mansfield’s anecdotes of jungle warfare. 

It is a melancholy story, and one which, even now, I cannot think of 
witliout a feeling of remorse for my folly. But I shall tell it you, as it 

I may prove a gi^od lesson, and prevent your being guilty of any such rash 

1 act, in the commencement of your jungle canqoaigii. It happened soon 
\ after my arri%'al in this country, when I was yet a boy, and, like ail griffins, 

I addicted to the vice of pot-hunting, or, as your worthy uncle emphatically 

I terms it, thistlo’-whipping. 

I One fine morning I was following my usual avocation, attended only 

I by a ]Moorish boy, who had charge of my dogs, a fine game little fellow, 

aljoiit twelve years of age, and a few cockers. The boy and his dogs beat 

I the bushes vigorously ; quail and partridge were plentiful ; and in spite of 

] my missing every second shot, ray bag was beginning to fill rapidly. I 

fancied my>elf a very Ximrod, and continued to load and fire with unwearied 
industry and great delectation. In the midst of oim sport, a large panther 
sjjrang from the buslies ; and, strange to say, took to flight, followed by my 
]>ack of yelping curs, till they drove him into a cave, on the side of a rocky 
liill, at no great distance. I had never before seen any thing in the shape 
I of a tiger, and was struck dumb with astonishment. Not so my little Moor 

I boy. He was the son of a famous shikaree, and although I believe he had 

never seen a tiger any more than myself, he had often heard his father talk 
■ of his exploits amongst the wild beasts of the forest ; he knew me to be a 

I griffin, and his little heart swelled with the proud consciousness of superior 

! knowledge in woodcraft. 

buppose, master, please,’ said he, drawing himself up, and assuming 
; an air of immense importance, ^ I show sahih how to kiU that tiger. I 
know very well hurrah shikar business.’ 

I « In my simplicity I looked upon the daring little imp, who talked thus 
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confidently of killing a panther, with a degree of respect almost amounting 
to awe ; and, without hesitation, put myself under his guidance. 

According to liis directions, I extracted the shot from my gun, 
and reloaded it with some bullets, which I happened to have in my pocket. 

^ Now then,’ exclaimed my young shikai'ee, as he placed me behind 
the shelter of a large stone, directly in front of the cave ! ‘ now then, I show 
sahib how to make tiger come. Sahib make tiger eat plenty balls ; that 
proper shikar business.’ So saying, he marched directly up to the entrance 
of the cave, and began to pelt the tiger with stones, abusing him, at the 
same time, in choice Hindoostanee slang. 

Sure enough this did make ^ tiger come ’ with a vengeance. The en- 
raged brute, uttering a shriU roar, darted from the cave, seized the poor 
boy by the back of the neck, threw him over his shoulder, and dashed down 
the hill hke a thunderbolt. My blood curdled at the sight ; but I instinc- 
tively fired, and, I suppose, hit the beast, for he instantly dropped the boy, 
who rolled into a dark ravine at the foot of the hill. The panther having 
disappeared in the neighbomdng jungle, I descended into the ravine to look 
after poor little ^ Kheder.’ There he lay, weltering in blood, dreadfully 
mangled, and evidently in a dying state, but still quite sensible. The 
gallant httle fellow never uttered a complaint ; but fixing his large black 
eyes steadily on my countenance, as if he could there read his fate, asked in 
a faint tone of voice for some water. I was stooping down to collect some in 
my hat, when I was startled by a surly growl and the noise of some animal 
snuffing amongst the brushwood, which closed over my head and almost 
excluded the Hght of day. It was the panther, who had returned. My 
first impulse was to fly, and leave the boy to his fate. But poor ^ Kheder,’ 
seeing my intention, fixed his glassy eyes upon me with an imploring look 
which cut me to the heart, and made me blush for very shame. Kneeling 
by his side, I raised his head, wiped the bloody froth from his parched lips, 
and poured a few drops of water down his throat. This appeared to revive 
him. 

“ ^ You have not killed the tiger, sahib^’ said he, speaking in Hindostanee : 
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^ I am Sony for that. I should like to have sent his skin to my father. 
But you will tell him, saldh^ that I died like a shikaree, I was not afraid 
of the tiger : I never cried out when I felt his teeth crunching through my 
bones. No ! I stuck my knife in him twice. See ! that is tiger’s blood ! ’ 
and his glazing eye flashed wildly for a moment, as he held up a bloody 
knife, which he clutched firmly in his right hand. ^ My father will be proud 
i to hear tliis. But my poor mother will cry much, and her heart will turn 
to water, when she hears that I am dead.’ 

And here, for the first time, the hot tears began to trickle down his 
, cheeks. For a few minutes he remained motionless, with his eyes closed, 
i and the big drops stealing, slowly and silently, through the long silken eye- 

I lashes. But, suddenly starting up, with his eyes bursting from their 

sockets, and gasping painfully for breath, he screamed, as if in a fit of 
delirium, 

^ The tiger has seized me again ! — save me, saMh^ save me ! — I feel 
his teeth in my throat ! my breath is stopped ! — ah ! — ah P — he gasped like a 
person drowning, his eyes turned in his head till nothing but the white was 
visible — liis jaws became firmly locked — a cold shudder ran through his 
limbs — and the gallant little ^ Kheder’ fell back in my arms a corpse. 

I was young then, and unused to witness death ; and that scene has 
made an impression on my mind which will never be obliterated. 

Ail this time the panther continued to pace up and down the edge of 
the ravine, nearly on a level with my head, growling fearfully, and, ever 
and anon, poking his snout into the bushes, and snufiing at me as if 
I debating with himself whether or not he should jump down. The bushes 

I were so tliick that he could not distinguish me through them, and it is to 

I this circumstance that I attributed my escape. For a full hour, I remained 

I in this dreadful state of suspence ; and, during that fearful hour, many were 

I the good resolves I made against tiger-hunting. But, like many other 
[ good resolves, they were only made to be broken on the first tempting 
opportunity. The j^anther, at last, as if tired of keeping watch, walked 
quietly oft ; and I escaped to tell the tale, which I trust will prove a 
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warning to you. Master Charles, and to all other gri-ffins who may chance : 
to hear it.” j 

Eh ! Captain Mansfield, but that’s an awfu’ affectin’ story,” exclaimed 1 
the Doctor, inhaling an enormous pinch of snuff ; the death o’ that puii* I 

bit laddy gar’t the tears come into my een, and aniaist set me greetin’. 

I wonder, sir, it hasna’ had some effect in makin’ you a wee tiling mah j 

wiselike. But I’m thinkin’ you’re waur than ever. Od, man, it’s just | 

frightsome to see the way your een glance, when ony thing comes across j 

you, to set your birse up. By your leave, sir, you’re just a perfect j 
maniac for the time being. As true as death it gar’t me grue to see the wild 
demented look ye had, yon day, when ye gaed into the glen after the tigre. 
"VYhat will you do, sir, when ye gang hame, whare ye’ll hae nae tigres 
nor wild soos to hunt ? Tliink o’ that, sir ! Od, ye’ll no be chancy ! I | 

expect to hear o’ your ridin’ aboot the country wi’ a pot-lid on your head | 

like Don Quixote, spearin’ the puk folks’ swine wi’ the cook’s spit; or ! 
maybe creepin’ up ahint a dike, and takin’ a shot at a brindled stiik, amang the 
bushes, in mistake for a tigre. And, noo that I think o’t, I’m no just sure 
that you’ll be able to remain in the airmy. K^a, sh, you canna do’t. 
You’ll need to sell oot — and you’d better do’t afore ye get amang your 
freens and expose yoursel’. Ye ken, sm, w^hen ye gang hame, the grenadiers 
’ll get back the bearskin caps ; and the smell o’ the bear’s fur, on a hot day, 

’ll raise your corruption, and set you demented. Ye’ll begin first to snuff 
and snort, the way you did the day, when the tigre w’-adna come out. And 
then you’ll cry out to the commandin’ ofiisher, ^ Look out, sir ! look out ! — 
the bear’s afoot — I smell him!’ And then — and then — hoot, fie, sir, it’ill 
never do ; you maiinna gang hame, on nae account ; you maun get an 
exchange, without loss of time. If ance ye gang to England, they’ll hae 
you in a straight jacket, w’i’ your head shaved, and spinnin’ about in a big 
creel, hung frae the tap o’ the room, for a’ the world like a rattan in a whe 
cage, afore you’re twenty-foui’ hours on shore.” 

You be hanged I” cried Mansfield, unable longer to keep his gravity, 
and bursting into a loud laugh. 
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The Doctor grianed mightily at his own conceit, exhibiting a set of 
yellow teeth, which, barring the coloim, might have been envied by a wolf ; 
and, following the example of Mansfield and Charles, spurred his horse 
I into a canter. 

! Our friends had, by tliis time, accomplished more than half the descent ; 
i and a remarkable change was aheady perceptible, not only in the temjDerature 
I of the air, but in the scenery and in the natiual productions. The cloth 

! dress, which had been found necessary in the bracing climate of the hills, 

i now began to feel oppressive to the wearer. • The rhododendron trees, wild 
j jessamine, and iiigh- waving fern, wliich had hitherto clothed the sides of the 
hills, gave place to stunted bamboo and dwarf palmyra bushes ; whilst 
tiutle doves, tookans, paroquets, and other tropical birds, unknown on the 
smnmit of the liills, began to make their appeai'ance. 

As they continued to descend, the heat, and the tropical character of the 
scenery, gradually increased, till, at the foot of the pass, the road suddenly 
plunged into the great forest jungle which enckcles the hills : that wilder- 
ness of trees, where the stupendous elephant and the prowling tiger have, 
for ages, held undisputed sway. 

' Here the tall feathery bamboo, the stately teak, and other large trees 

; peculiar to an eastern climate, flourish in all their glory. The glare of an 

! Indian sun is suddenly quenched in the deep gloom of the forest. The 

I deathlike silence of the wilderness reigns around ; and the confined air of 

I the woods becomes close and sufFocatins*. 
i ^ ^ 

! Under the shade of a large banian tree, at the entrance of the forest, our 
I party found a relay of fresh horses, which had been sent on during the night. 

The saddles were quickly transferred to their backs, and, leaving their 
smoking steeds in charge of the horse-keepers, our three sportsmen pushed 
along the rugged path which led into the forest. 

Come, iEsculapius,” cried Mansfield, addressing the doctor, who was 
be^nning to lag behind, and exhibited unequivocal symptoms of being 
somewhat saddle-sick, that old jade of yours will fall asleep under you, 
unless you make better use of your heels. — Give him the spur, man.” 
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^^Oicli? Hoich!” grunted the Doctor, as he drove the spurs into his 
long-legged, raw-boned cutch horse, and came shambling up to the rest of 
the party, at a pace which very much resembled the action of a dromedary^ 
and must have been about equally pleasant to the unfortunate rider — ^^Od, 
Captain, this is a deevle o’ a pace ye’r gaun at — man nor beast is no fit 
to stand this, at least, no without en leather breeks and tap-boots.” 

^^Oh ho!” cried Mansfield, laughing, ^^is that your complaint. Doctor? 

— sorry for you, my worthy Galen — very sorry, indeed — nothing so un- 
pleasant as feeling the want of a pair of leathers in a long ride ; but I much 
fear there is no help for it. We have still twenty long miles before us, and 
unless we make play now, we shall get benighted and lose our way, which 
in this forest would be no joke. Give him his head, man, and let him go.” 

^^Weel, weel,” sighed the Doctor; "but just bide a wee till I dight 
my face, and get a pinch out o’ my mull.” Here the Doctor pulled oiF 
his hat, and began to mop his face with a snuffy pocket handlcerchief. 

" By your leave, gentlemen. I’m just sweetin’ like a bull, and my poor beast 
is no muckle better.” 

"Hark, forward!” cried Mansfield, giving the reins to his horse, after 
he had allowed the Doctor sufficient time to enjoy a hearty pinch of snuff. 

" Good night to you. Doctor ; I suppose we shall hear of you in the 
course of to-morrow, provided the tigers or wild elephants do not make free 
with you diming the night.” 

The Doctor finding there was no help for it, took heart of grace, and 
by dint of plying the spurs vigorously, managed to make the old dro- 
medary keep up wonderfully 'well, although not without many a giin, and 
many an uneasy shifting of his seat. 

As they penetrated deeper into the woods, the gloom became more 
intense, and the deep silence of solitude more imposing. It almost in- 
spired them 'with a feeling of awe. Not a bird, not even an insect, was 
heard. It appeared as if no living thing had ever disturbed the solitude of j 
the primeval forest. And yet there were occasional traces of life. The j 

tall rank grass which grew up amongst the trees, to the height of ten or j 
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I twelve feet, was in many places trampled down by tlie wandering herds 

I of wild elephants — several recent footmarks of tigers might be traced along 

the sandy path — and once or twice a jungle-dog was seen to glide across 
I the road, with the di'ooping tail and stealthy pace which indicate the 
f prowling savage. 

Here and there an occasional opening in the tree-tops varied the mo- 
notony of the scene, exhibiting a gorgeous -vdew of the mountains. Their 
stupendous crags, hanging woods, and sparkling waterfalls, backed by a 
sky of deeper blue than even Italy can boast, formed a striking contrast 

} to the sombre gloom of the forest, and made the panting travellers sigh 

for the fresh mountain bi^eezes they had so lately left. 

^Mansfield and Charles had just pulled up for a moment to admire one 
of those beautiful glimpses, and to allow the Doctor, who had again fallen 
j behind, to come up, when the former, casting his eyes upon the ground, 

j discovered a huge snake, a boa constrictor about twenty feet long, basking 

j amongst the diy leaves by the side of the path. 

j Hurra, Doctor ! Hurra ! Screw him along. Here’s a shot for you ; a 

i piece of shikar quite in your line” — and Mansfield hastily unslung his rifle, 
which he always carried at his back ready loaded. 

What is’t, man ? — what is’t?” cried the Doctor, coming up, quite out of 
breath. 

See there,” replied Mansfield, pointing to the snake ; what do you 
think of that fellow. Doctor? Would he not be a fine addition to your 
museum ? ” 

“ Od s my life, man, but that’s a grand beast,” exclaimed the Doctor, 
jumping from his horse. An indubitable boa, and longer by sis feet than 
ony spechnin I ever met wi’. Gi’ us the rifle. Captain, gi’ us the rifle, till I 
shoot him — I wouldna’ lose that specimin for a pund-note.” 

Steady now, Doctor,” said Mansfield, handing him the rifle ; ^Get’s see 
you take him in the head.” 

Isa, na ! we maunna injui’e the heed on no account: it would spoil him 
for a specimin,” replied the Doctor, firing right and left into the snake. 



! 


A EIDE IN THE GREAT WALIAR JUNGLE. 


73 


The balls passed thiuugli the body of the enormous reptile without ap- 
parently doing him much injury : he merely gave a convulsive start, and 
glided rapidly into the jungle. 

Hark to him, Doctor ! Go it, my sporting JEsculapius ! ISTever mind 
the thorns ! ” shouted Mansfield, laughing till he nearly fell from his horse, 
as the worthy Doctor, in the excitement of the moment, dashed through 
brake and briar in hot pursuit of the wounded snake. 

Charles, who had never before seen a boa, was quite as anxious as the 
Doctor to secure the prize. Throwing the reins of his horse to Mansfield 
he sprang to the ground, and joined in the chase, shouting aloud, and bran- 
dishing a hog-spear which he happened to carry in his hand. 

In this manner they followed the snake for some distance, the Doctor 
pounding away with the butt-end of the rifle, and Charles striving in vain 
to transfix him with his spear. At length the snake reached the brink of 
a dry water-course filled with dense tangled brushwood, into which he 
glided. He was just about to disappear, when the Doctor, inspired with a 
desperate fit of coinage, dashed forward, seized him by the tail, took a turn 
of it round his arm, and throwing himself on his back, with his feet firmly 
planted against a tree, held on like grim death. 

Luckily for the Doctor, the snake was too much disgusted with the treat- 
ment he had already received, or too intent upon making his escape, to think 
of turning on his pursuers. But his struggles were tremendous. He coiled 
himself round the trees, twisted himself into knots, and strained every muscle 
in his body till they were ready to burst through his skin. So great was 
his strength, that it appeared, once or twice, as if the taU must give way or 
the Doctor’s arms be torn fi'om their sockets. 

Tfliilst this struggle was going on, Charles was busily employed in re- 
loading the rifle. 

Haste you, man ! haste you!” gasped the Doctor, nearly black in the 
face from over-exertion. Ods my life, Maistcr Chairles, if ye dinna be 
quick and gie him another shot, he’ll waur us at the hin’er end. He’s 
amaist pou’t the airms aff me already. Deil be licket, but I’m thinkin it’s 
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the foul Fiend lumber, in his auld disguise, that we hae grippet. Div ye 
no find nae smell o’ brimstone about him ?” 

I rather fiincy I do,” replied Charles, laughing, as he discharged both 

barrels into the snake. 

Blood gushed copiously from the wounds, and the strength of the snake was 
perceptiiily diminished. He suddenly uncoiled himself from the trees, and 
turned round, as if with the intention of making an attack. Charles, snatch- 
ino* up the spear, drove it through his head, and pinned him to the ground. 

« Hold on now, Doctor,” cried he, leaning his whole weight upon the 
spear to prevent its being withdrawn ; keep his tail fast, so that he may 
not get a piu'chase round a tree, and we have him.” 

The snake writhed about convulsively, but he was now completely 
paralyzed, his strength was gone. In a few minutes the victory was com- 
plete ; and Charles and the Doctor returned to the road, dragging along 
their snake in triumph. 

Bravo, Medico ! Welcome the conquering hero ! So you’ve managed 
to hustle him at last.” And Mansfield laughed heartily as the Doctor 
emerged from the jungle in a perfect fever of heat and excitement, his face 
laced with streaks of blood, which flowed from innumerable scratches, and 
his coat literally torn to shreds. But I see you have not obtained a 
bloodless victory. Hang it, Doctor, you have utterly ruined your beauty. 
You will not be able to show that handsome face of yours among the 
%vomen for a month to come.” 

Ay, I’m thinkin I’ve scarted mysel’ a wee,” replied the Doctor, wiping 
the blood and perspiration from his face with the sleeve of his coat. But 
they’re honourable wounds. Captain. O ! man, if ye had seen the grand 
tukie we had wi’ the rampawgin deevle, it wad just hae putten ye clean out 
o’ conceit wi’ tigre huntin. It was the sarest job that ever I put my hand 
till. But, O ! Captain, it was grand sport.” 

‘‘ I have no doubt it was a very brilliant piece of shikar^^^ replied Mans- 
field, smiling. But what do you intend to do with your game, now that 
you have secured it?” 


i. 
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wi’ it! Od, man, I’ll take iiim liame, surely. Na, — I canna do 
that either, he’s o’er heavy. But I’ll just skin him where he is, and take 
the shin wi’ me.” 

No, no, my friend; we can’t afford time for that now, the sun is just 
setting. But, as we are only five miles from camp, you can easily send out 
to-morrow morning and have him carried home.” 

The Doctor was reluctantly obliged to agree to this arrangement, and the 
party proceeded. 

Daylight had deserted them before they reached the end of their journey. 
But the full moon had risen, and shed a flood of silver light over the pictu- 
resque jungle encampment, which rejoiced the sight of our wearied travellers, 
as a sudden opening amongst the trees brought them upon a beautiful 
natural lawn of velvet turf embosomed in lofty woods, and sloping gently 
towards the bank of a deep and broad river studded with numerous wooded 
islands. The snow-wliite tents, glittering in the moonlight, — the bullocks 
and baggage ponies picketed under the trees, — the numerous fires, and the 
groups of natives squatted around them, with their dusky features and pic- 
turesque dresses, brought out in strong relief by the reflection of the flame, 
formed altogether a very striking picture, and lent an air of home and com- 
fort to the uninhabited forest. 

Our party were quickly seated in the principal tent, around a camp- 
table sparkling with wax-lights, and groaning under a profusion of goodly 
viands, — amongst which a huge venison pasty, and a wild boar’s head, shone 
conspicuous. Grood store of claret was there also, — ruby bright, cold as 
the mountain spring. And the worthy Doctor’s heart leapt for joy, 
whilst his mouth watered at beholding the unexpected luxury and good 
living afforded by an Indian sportsman’s camp. 

Ample justice was done to the feast, and after a moderate allowance of wine, 
— for Mansfield, like all good sportsmen, was temperate himself and the cause 
of temperance in others, — our friends retired to rest, prepared to start at day- 
light on the morrow, with clear heads and well-braced nerves, — two things 
as necessary to insure success to the forester as a quick eye and a true rifle. 


T- J 
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encampment glittering in the 
iRoon-light. The moon hath now set and the 
W forest is slu'ouded in darkness ; but a slight tinge 
, ^ N- , , .r"- ' " - of gray in the eastern sky, and a damp chill in the 

morning air, announce that daylight is at hand. 
The distant roar of the prowling tiger, which, at 
intervals, ^^had vexed the dull ear of night,” is no 
A heard, and the silence of the woods is 

unbroken, save by the melancholy voice of the 
great horned owl, as he flits past, on muffled wing, 
like an evil spirit retiring before the approach of day. Heavy wreaths of 
gray mist slumber on the calm surface of the river, and all nature is hushed 
in deep repose. The horses, picketed in front of their master’s tents, stand 
dull and listless, with drooping heads and slouched ears. And the wearied 
bullocks may be seen reposing in gTOups, under the shelter of the lofty 
banyan trees. The only beings which appear possessed of life in the midst 
ot this dreamy scene, are two dusky figures which are brought out in strong 
relief by the cheerful blaze of a wood fire, over wliich they are crouching. 
One is our triend Heels, who, carefully w'rapped up in his dark cumlley^ is 
busied in preparing a pot ot cofiee as a morning draught for the sportsmen. 
His companion is a strange wild-looking animal, and deserves a more 
ptuTicular description. He is a tall gaunt figure, and perfectly naked, 
ith the exception of a tattered piece of blue cotton cloth, which does duty, 
but % erj imperfect duty, for a fig leaf. His short woolly hair, fiat features. 
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and thick lips, betray an African origin ; but his air and manner are very 
different from what we are accustomed to expect in that persecuted race. 
He is a Seedee^ a free inhabitant of the trackless forest, and displays all 
the loftly bearing, and dignified self-possession, of an independent savage. 
His woolly pate is slightly sprinkled with gray, but his dark piercing eye 
is full of fire, and his limbs still display all the muscular power and elas- 
ticity of youth. He is sitting cross-legged, with a long matchlock resting 
across his knees, and is indulging in the luxury of a very primitive species 
of pipe, formed by rolling up a small quantity of tobacco in a green leaf. 
He observes a dignified silence, and is evidently regarding the servile 
occupation of poor Heels with sovereign contempt, as he puffs out huge 
volumes of smoke, and strokes his mustache with a self-complacent air. 
He had for several years been in the habit of attending Mansfield as guide 
in his hunting excursions, and always attached himself to the camp during 
his stay in the forest. He had acquired a sufficient knowledge of Hindo- 
stanee to make himself understood on all ordinary occasions ; and the 
wonderful sagacity, ahnost amounting to instinct, which he displayed in 
following up the trail of wild animals, made him an invaluable addition to 
f a hunter’s camp. He, fully aware of his own importance, dignified hims elf 
with the title of Jemmadar^ or head man of his tribe, and comported himself 
with becoming dignity. He never condescended to act as guide to the 
hunters, except when in pursuit of bison. It requires great skill and 
perseverance in following up a trail, to sui-prise these animals in their wild 
haunts ; and some little nerve and presence of mind to attack them with 
success when they are found. He was the only man of his tribe who 
could reduce the finding and killing of bison to a certainty, and therefore 
considered the hunting of them a royal sport, worthy of his superior talents. 
But if deer or any inferior game were the object of pursuit, liis son, a lad 
about fifteen years of age, was deputed to attend ; the old man remarking 
with a glance of proud superiority, the boy can find deer.” 

Mansfield had announced, on the previous evening, that it was his 
intention to seek for bison in the morning ; and old Kamah was waiting 
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impatiently to lead the sportsmen into the jungle, whilst the bison were 
still feeding and afoot. 

Hugh!''' exclaimed he, uttering a deep guttural sound, as he pushed 
Heels, and pointed with an impatient gestm'e towards the eastern sky, which 
was fast brightening into day. 

Hah ! daylight come ? ” cried Heels, starting up ; time to call 
master and wrapping his cumhleg more tightly around him, he glided into 
the tent to rouse the sleeping sportsmen. 

In a few minutes Mansfield and Chaides made their appearance: the 
latter had discarded Ins green hunting-coat and top-boots, and now appeared 
in a dress better adapted for the jungle; with a hunting-knife in his girdle, 
a heavy rifie on his shoulder, and all the other accoutrements of a well- 
equipped shikaree, ICamah rose as they approached, and extended his hand 
to salute them with the air of an equal. Charles looked with astonishment 
at this piece of unwonted familiarity on the part of a native. 

Allow me,” said Mansfield, leading up Charles, and obliging him to 
shake hands with the grinning savage, allow me to introduce my friend 
Kamah, the Jemmadar, His appearance is certainly not prepossessing, and, 
like many other illustrious characters, it is his pleasure to affect great 
simplicity in his dress ” 

Here Charles could no longer retain his gravity, but burst into a fit of 
laughter, and IMansfield was obliged to bite his lips hard, to avoid following 
liis example. 

But, let me tell you, he is a person of no small importance in my camp. 
He is the best shikaree, and the stanchest hand at following up a trail, in 
the whole Waliar jungle. He knows every haunt of the bison as well as 
if he had reared them himself. But you will be better able to appreciate 
his extraordinary talents when you have seen him at work. In the mean 
time there are just three little cautions which I must beg to impress upon 
you. Always treat him with marked civility ; — never attempt to disturb 
him when following a trail ; — and, above aU things, avoid laughing at hiTn. 
He is as gentle as a lamb when well treated; but his savage nature cannot 
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brook an insult, and if once offended, his revenge is implacable. I have 
more than once seen the vermin grind his teeth, and handle his knife, on 
very slight provocation.” 

This Tvas, of course, said in English, so as not to be understood by their 
savage friend, who stood showing his white teeth, and looking very much 
pleased at the formal manner in which he had been introduced, as well as 
by the accompanying speech, which he, no doubt, thought was uttered in 
his praise. 

Well, Jemmadar^^ continued Mansfield, now speaking Hindostanee, 

can you show us any bison this morning ? ” 

The Jemmadar drew himself up to his full height, and assumed a lofty 
air. 

Can the shepherd of the plain find the pasture-ground of his flock ? 
— Does that vulture,” pointing to a black speck which was sailing high 
above the tree tops — does that vulture require a guide to lead him to 
the carcass ? EoUow me : the Jemmadar knows where to find his herds.” 

Come, Master Charles,” said Mansfield, as he hastily swallowed a cup 
of coffee ; shoulder your rifle and march. Our swarthy friend is waxing 
impatient, and if we ruffle the old pagan’s temper he will show us no sport 
to-day.” 

Charles promptly obeyed the summons ; and our two sportsmen, bringing 
their rifles to a long trail, followed old Kamah as he stalked into the jungle 
with rapid strides. 

At this early hour, when the morning air is still fresh, and the ground 
sparkling with dew-drops, the tropical forest seems suddenly to burst into 
life. The woods resotmd with the buzzing of innumerable insects. The 
jungle cock and wild pea-fowl are heard calling to their mates in wild dis- 
cordant notes. Chattering troops of monkeys frisk amongst the branches 
overhead, showing their white teeth, and making threatening grimaces at 
the strange intruders. The startled deer bound across the open vistas of 
the forest, their bright speckled sides flashing for an instant on the sight, 
and as suddenly disappearing, like passing meteors. Whilst wandering 
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herds of bison are now on foot, returning slowly from the open glades, 
where they have pastured during the night, to the thick covers of bamboo, 
under the shades of which they find an agreeable shelter from the mid-day 
sun. 

Having penetrated some distance into the forest, the savage guide 
suddenly slackened his pace, and, making a sign to his companions to keep 
silent, glided on in front with the stealthy and noiseless tread of a fox, his 
ears erect to catch the faintest sound, and his lynx-like eye rolling from 
side to side, now peering into the dark tangled masses of bamboo, and now 
roving over the ground in search of a fresh track. 

“ Now,” whispered Mansfield, not another word, as you value the 
friendship of the Jemmadcir, Step lightly. Avoid as much as possible 
treading on the dry twigs which crackle under foot. And mind you do not 
attempt to fire at any deer which may cross your path ; we can get plenty 
of them at any time ; but the report of a rifle, at present, would be death 
to our hopes of finding bison.” 

Hugh ! ” exclaimed their guide, suddenly stopping short, and kneeling 
down to examine more carefully some marks which his experienced eye 
had detected amongst the dry leaves and withered herbage. To the less 
delicate organs of the European, there was nothing particular to be observed, 
but the Jemmadar had e\ndently made a discovery of importance. After 
carefully regarding the signs he had observed for some time, he arose with 
a broad grin of satisfaction on his swarthy features, and merely uttering 
the word Koolgha I ” whilst he held up the fingers of both hands, to denote 
the number ten, proceeded with a more rapid step, and more confident air, 
like a hound running breast-high on the scent. 

It’s all right now,” ^vhispered Mansfield ; the imp has struck upon a 
fresh trail, and the devil himself caimot throw him out, when once he has 
fairly settled to it ; we may therefore reckon with certainty on finding 
bison at the other end, although it is very uncertain how long we may have 
to follow it before we come up with them.” 

Charles smiled incredulously at the idea of any one being able to follow 
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the track of an animal, for miles, over ground where not the slightest vestige 
of a footmark was visible to ordinary eyes ; but, at the same time, expressed 
a hope that they might succeed. 

Look here,” said Mansfield, as they approached a dry watercourse, 
where the fresh footmarks of a herd of bison were deeply imprinted on the 
half-baked mud. “ You may now satisfy your own senses that our guide 
is on the right scent. Here, you see, is the fresh trail of ten or a dozen 
bison at least ; and one of them an old bull, who will show fight. I’ll be 
bound for him, and put your metal to the test, my hearty, before you take 
his scalp. But we must push forward, for old Kamah is fuming at this 
I delay.” 

I After following the trail for some miles, at a rapid pace, the Jemmadar 
i became sensible, from certain signs which he observed, that the game was 

I ^ 

j not far in advance. He now slackened his pace, and, renewing his signal 
1 to observe profound silence, began to creep along the bed of a small water- 
course with great caution and circumspection. 

See,” whispered Mansfield, as they passed a bank of wet sand, where 
the trail was distinctly visible, and the vrater, which still continued to flow 
into the deeply indented foot-marks, had not yet filled them up — we are 
close upon them now. Keep your wits about you, my boy, and be ready 
with your rifle, for the old bull is apt to make a charge, with but scanty 
warning.” 

Every faculty of the sagacious savage was now on the full stretch. He 
crept along with the air of a tiger about to spring on his prey : his rolling 
eye flashed fire ; his wide nostrils were distended to the utmost limits, and 
even lus ears appeared to erect themselves, like those of a wild animal. 
Presently he started, stopped, and, laying his ear close to the ground, 
listened attentively; then proceeded with more caution than before, 
stopping and listening, from time to time, till at length it became evident, 
from the triumphant beam of satisfaction which lighted up his savage 
features, that he had fully ascertained the position of the enemy. He now 
stood erect, cast a prying glance around, to make himself master of the 
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locality, beld up his hand to ascertain the direction of the wlnd^ and, having 
apparently satisfied himself that all was right, motioned to his companions 
to follow his movements. Having scrambled cautiously out of the water- 
course, he laid himself flat upon the ground, and, separating the tangled 
brushwood with one hand, began to worm his way through it, with the 
gliding motion and subtle cunning of a snake. Mansfield and Charles tried 
j to imitate the serpentine motion of their savage guide as they best could ; 

! but they found their less pliant limbs but ill adapted to this mode of pro- 

i gression, and the noise which they occasionally made in forcing their way 

I through a thorny bush called forth many an angry frown from the Jemmadar, 

i Having proceeded in this manner for some hundred yards, they suddenly 

^ came upon an opening amongst the bushes ; and here a view burst upon 

I the astonished sight of Charles, which made his eyes flash, and sent the 

; blood coursing through his veins like quicksilver. They had gained the 

edge of a natural clearing in the forest, an open glade about three hundred 
yards in diameter, clothed with rich green herbage, and shaded by gigantic 
teak trees, which surrounded it on all sides, stretching their broad-leafed 
boughs far into the opening. 

i In the midst of this a herd of fifteen bison were quietly feeding, perfectly 
j unconscious of the near approach of danger. A mighty bull, the father of 
j the herd, stalked about amongst the females, with the lordly step of a three- 
tailed bashaw in the midst of his seraglio ; his ponderous dewlap imparting an 
air of grave dignity to his appearance, and his sullen eye menacing with de- 
struction the hardy foe who dared to intrude upon his wooded dominions, 
j But Mansfield had tamed as proud as he, and feared not his glance. 

A gran smile of satisfaction passed over the harsh features of the Jew.’- 
^ madar, as he pointed out the stately herd. Then raising himself cautiously 
from amongst the long grass, he posted himself behind a large tree, which 
effectually concealed his person, folded his arms across his chest, and, leaning 
against the stem, remained cold, still, and motionless as a bronze statue. 

I Every trace of intense excitement which had so lately strung his nerves to the 
‘ highest pitch had passed away ; and he once more resumed the stoical. 
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passionless air of the haughty savage. Pointing again towards the bison, 
he nodded expressively to his companions, as much as to say, I have done 
my duty ; there is the game, and now, gentlemen, let me see what you 
can do.’’ 

Charles, furious with excitement, pitched forward his rifle, and, although 
his hand shook violently, from anxiety, and the exertions he had made in 
scrambling through the brushwood, was about to pull the trigger at 
random, when Mansfield seized his arm with the gripe of a blacksmith’s 
vice, and pulled him down amongst the long grass. 

Are you mad,” said he, in a low whisper, to risk a shot in your 
present state of excitement ? Why, boy, you are panting like a broken- 
winded post-horse, and the barrel of your rifle vibrates like a pendulum : 
I suppose you fancy it’s a di’ove of hrinjaree bullocks we have to deal -with. 
But wait a bit till you have seen the charge of a wounded bison, and I am 
much mistaken but you’ll think twice before you risk another shot with an 
unsteady hand. Here,” continued he, pulling Charles behind the stem of 
a large tree, get under cover of this, in the first instance ; you will find 
a breastwork somewhat useful before we have done. How then, sit down 
till you have recovered breath, and, in the mean time, put fresh caps upon 
your rifle : I have more than once narrowly escaped death from neglecting 
this precaution.” 

Charles, having rested for a few minutes, declared his hand to be as 
steady as a rock. 

Well, then,” said Mansfield, rising slowly on one knee, and peeping 
from behind the large knotty stem which sheltered them, we shall put 
your steadiness to the test. Take that cow next you, and mind you aim 
for the heart, just behind the bend of the elbow ; hit her there, and she 
is your own : go six inches to the right or left, and you must stand by to 
receive a charge, for charge she will, and the charge of a wounded bison, 
let me teU you, is no child’s play.” 

Charles, now perfectly cool, raised his rifle, took a deliberate aim at the 
nearest bison, and fired. The enormous brute dropped heavily to the 
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; groundj and, uttering one deep groan, expired without a struggle : the ball 
had passed through her heart. 

1 In the excitement of the moment, Charles was about to raise a shout of 
^ triumph, when Mansfield checked him, and pointing to the Jemmadar^ who 

' had already laid himself flat amongst the long grass, made signs to him to 

follow his example. 

The herd, startled by the report of the rifle, suddenly raised their heads 
with a loud snort, gazed around them wildly, as if to ascertain from whence 
it proceeded, and trotting up to their fallen companion, began to snuff at 
the warm blood. The smell of this excited them to a state of frenzy. 
They galloped round the open space in wild confusion, kicking their heels 
in the air, goring at each other with blind fury, and bellowing fearfully, in 
that deep tremulous tone so expressive of mingled rage and fear. Then, 
suddenly rallying, they slowly approached, in a body, to the object of their 
! dread, again snuffed at the blood, and again bellowed, and gored, and 
! scampered with more violence than ever. 

i Tins wild scene had lasted for some minutes, and Mansfield was begin- 

’ ning to fear that, in the course of their evolutions, the maddened brutes 

I might stumble on their place of concealment; when the Jemmadar^ clap- 

1 ping his hands to his mouth, gave utterance to a yell so fearfully wild, so 

i like the voice of a fiend, that even the hunters started; and the terrified 

bison, uttering one tremendous roar, dashed into the thickest part of the 
I jungle, crasliing through the tangled masses of bamboo like a whirlwind. 

* The old bull alone stood his ground, lashing his sides with his tail, 

; tearing up the earth, and bellowing with a voice of thunder that made the 

I woods re-echo for miles. 

I Our friend is very pugnaciously inclined,” remarked Mansfield, in- 

I dulging in a low chuckle, as he slowly raised his rifle, and brought the 
j sight to bear upon the broad forehead of the bull ; “ we must see if a gentle 
lunt from Clincher will not bring him to reason,” 

The report of the rifle was followed by a crash, as if the ball had struck 
j a plate of iron, and the bull dropped upon his knees with a surly growl. 
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The Jemmadar^ uttering a wild yell, brandished his knife, and bounded 
forward to despatch him, whilst Mansfield, stepping from behind the 
shelter of the tree, cheered on the eager savage with a hearty shout. 

But their triumph was premature: the ball had flattened against the 
massive skull of the animal, and merely stunned him, without inflicting 
any serious injury. He had regained his legs before the Jemmadar could 
reach him ; and now, perfectly mad with rage and pain, rushed with head- 
long fury upon old Kamah. Quick as thought the active savage darted 
behind the nearest tree, and scrambled into the branches with the agility of 
a monkey. The bull, disappointed of his intended victim, turned with 
redoubled fury upon Mansfield. The hardy hunter, well accustomed to 
such scenes, and confident of his own coolness and presence of mind, stood 
by the side of the tree motionless as a statue, his eagle eye steadily fixed 
upon his mad antagonist, and his rifle on full cock, ready to act as occasion 
might require: but the weapon was not raised; he had but one barrel 
remaining, and was determined to reserve it till it could be discharged with 
deadly effect. 

On came the bull at headlong speed — his tail on end, — his blood-shot 
eye rolling in the frenzy of madness, — his tongue lolling far out of his 
mouth, — and the white foam flying from his distended jaws. Mansfield 
awaited the charge, with perfect coolness, till the furious brute was within 
a few yards of him, when, stepping behind the shelter of the tree, he 
allowed the bull to pass in his headlong career, and, as he did so, 
discharged the remaining barrel of his rifle into his shoulder. The 
wounded monster uttered a surly growl, staggered forward about a 
hundred yards, stumbled, and fell heavily. 

Charles, who had been watching Mansfield’s movements with breathless 
anxiety, sprang from behind the tree and levelled his rifle. Mansfield struck 
down the barrel before he had time to discharge it. 

“ Gently, boy, gently,” cried he ; wait till he is steady ; the brute is 
tumbling about like a wounded grampus, and it is a hundred to one against 
hitting him in the right place. Recollect this is our last shot, and it must 
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scorches the tree-tops — by one who has seen the prowling tiger cross his 
solitary path, and stood, silent and alone, over the prostrate carcass of the 
vanquished bison. 

We must, therefore, leave our readers to imagine, as they best may, the 
ideas which are flitting through the brain of our friend Charles, as he sits 
upon the trunk of that fallen tree, with his head resting on his hand, and 
gazing vacantly into the dark vista of the forest which lies in front of him. 
His head is evidently full of poetry ; he may be composing verses, for aught 
we know, or perhaps he is only admiring the dancing of the sunbeams, 
which, streaming through the thick foliage in threads of golden light, 
chequer the earth with bright fantastic gleams ; whilst, over head, the 
polished green leaves sparkle like emeralds amidst the surrounding gloom. 
At all events, he is indulging in a day-dream of some sort, and whether the 
subject thereof be sun-beams or ladies’ eyes is no business of ours. 

Mansfield is reposing at full length upon the grass, smoking a cheroot, 
and amusing himself by making a sketch of the fallen bison — for he is a 
naturalist as well as a sportsman, and always preserves drawings of rare 
animals, or specimens of an unusual size which he may happen to meet 
with. 

The Jemmadar is squatted at the root of a tree, with his knees doubled 
up to his chin, puffing out huge volumes of smoke, and apparently uncon- 
scious of what is passing around him — for his eyes are half closed, every 
muscle is relaxed, and his attitude is altogether one of dreamy, listless 
idleness, — But it is only the repose of the tiger in ambush : every faculty 
is on the full stretch ; not a sound falls unheeded on his watchful ear ; and, 
from time to time, his breathing is checked and his wide nostrils distended, 
as if he depended as much on the sense of smell as on any other faculty, 
for obtaining that information of approaching danger so necessary to the 
safety of a wandering savage. 

A splendid specimen, indeed !” muttered Mansfield, soliloquising, as he 
carefully measured off a tape wdth which he had previously taken the dimen- 
sions of the bull. Two full inches higher than any one I have ever met 
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' with — and I have seen a few too. We must take a note of this. Let me 

j see — what day? — ay^ fifteenth May — Waliar Jungle — genus Bos — 

variety Bos Gaurus — rare animal — history very imperfectly known. — 
Mem. look him up in Cuvier — large male — height at the shoulder six feet 
four — length from nose to insertion of tail, eleven feet — girth of fore-arm, 
two feet eight — girth of ” 

Sunho SahihB^ exclaimed the Jemmadai'^ suddenly starting from his 
indolent position, and stretching forward his neck, as if listening attentively 
to some sound which was not audible to his companions, 

“ Halloo, old fellow! what’s in the wind now?” cried Mansfield, throw- 
ing down his note-book, and grasping his rifle. 

The Jemmadar returned no answer, but continued to listen attentively 
for a repetition of the sound which had at first arrested his attention ; at 
length, having apparently satisfied himself as to its nature, and the quarter 
from whence it proceeded, he quietly relapsed into his listless attitude, 
merely uttering the word BeenchJ^ 

" A bear ! ” cried Mansfield, hastily shoving his sketching materials into 
his pocket. Come, Charles, my boy, we must have his hide before we 
go to breakfast, hot though it be. What say you?” 

" By all manner of means,” cried Charles, starting to his feet and 
shouldering his rifle; never mind the heat: I’m up to any thing after 
that brush with the bison ; regularly savage ; ^ fit to w'ap my weight in wild 
cats,’ as the Yankees say ; so hurrah 1 and at him. Of course our friend 
KamaJi can ferret him out : I shall never presume to doubt his powers in 
that way again, after witnessing the masterly style in which he brought us 
up to the bison.” 

You may see by the quiet expression of the old Pagan’s features that 
he has no doubt upon that head himself,” replied Mansfield ; but I shall 
just ask him the question, that we may hear wLat answer he will make. 
Here, Jemmadar ; you heard a bear just now?” 

Ho, Sahib J 

Shall we be able to get a shot at him, think you?” 
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If it is the Sahib^s pleasure to do so. But^ for my part^ I have no 
quarrel with the bear at present, for although he does steal a little honey, 
there is plenty in these woods for both of us.” 

Oh ! that is a very good excuse,” said Mansfield, winking to Charles : 
the Jemmadar talks like an old woman ; he does not know where to find 
the bear, and wants to put us off by saying he has no quarrel with him.” 

Does the Sahib laugh at the beard of old Kamah replied the savage, 
with an air of offended dignity. Is the Jemmadar a dog, that he should 
eat dirt, or is the Sahib a child, not to know that where the wild bee hangs 
her nest, there will the bear be also? Gro, Sahib ^ — try to throw dust in 
the eyes of the topee wallahs P So saying, the Jemmadar turned on his 
heel, and walked off with a sullen dogged air. 

So much for good example ! ” cried Charles, bursting into a triumphant 
laugh. « Do you recollect yoxir good advice to me? " Mind you always 
treat him with the utmost respect ! Never interfere with him in following 
up a trail ! And, above all things, avoid laughing at him ! ! ’ Ha ! ha ! 
ha ! capital ! I take it, my worthy preceptor has got himself into a scrape, 
and will find that the Jemmadar has turned the joke against him.” 

“Faith, you may say that,” replied Mansfield, with rather a blank look ; 
I ha\ e fairly set the old devil’s bristles up, and it will be no easy matter 
to smooth them down again ; however, I must try to coax the vermin into 
good humour, else, the chances are he will start off and leave us to find 
our way out of the jungle as we best can : in which case our stomachs 
are likely to be better acquainted with wild berries than hashed venison 
I for the next two or three days, as I know to my cost. I lost myself in 
this forest once before, and have no fancy to repeat the experiment.” 

So saying, Mansfield followed the suU^y steps of the Jemmadar, in hopes 
oi biinging him to reason, whilst Charles, whose inward man was beginning 
to wax somewhat importunate for food, and who, consequently, did not 
, altogether relish the idea of a few days’ ruralising in the forest on such 

I prmiitive fare as wild fruits and muddy water, watched the progress of the 

conference with no small interest. 
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The Jemmadar was at first implacable ; but Mansfield had luckily great 
influence over him, and, after a long palaver, at length succeeded in 
pacifying him. A hearty pull out of the brandy flask, which Mansfield 
always carried in his pocket, but only to be used in cases of emergency, 
completely restored old Kamah to good humour. His harsh features 
gradually relaxed into a broad grin, as he felt the generous liquor warm his 
heart, and extending his bony hand to Mansfield, with an important and 
somewhat patronising air, said — 

There is peace between us. — Upon my eyes be it ! the bear shall be 
made to eat the Sahib's bullets.” 

Peace being thus happily restored, no time was lost in proceeding to 
business. The Jemmadar led the way, as usual, advancing directly into the 
thickest part of the jungle, and occasionally breaking a small branch from 
the trees, or tying a knot in the long grass to serve as landmarks in guid- 
ing him back to the spot where they had killed the bison. 

DekhOy Sahib!" exclaimed Kamahy with a broad grin, as they emerged 
from a thicket of bamboo, and came upon an open space in the forest, in 
the centre of which stood a teak-tree of gigantic proportions. That is 
the sort of bait to catch bears : the Sahib will know it when he sees it 
again.” And the old villain chuckled mightily at his own_ wit, as he pointed 
to the topmost branches, from whence depended huge semicircular masses of 
honeycomb several feet in depth, which looked as if it must have required 
the united labour of many successive generations of bees to have constructed 
them. 

There,” said Mansfield, pointing to the stem of the tree, the bark of 
which, as high as the branches, was much scratched and torn, as if by the 
claw of some animal ; there are Master Bruin’s marks pretty distinctly 
visible, and, from the number of them, I should guess he is tolerably 
punctual in his visits to the Jemmadar's bee-hives.” 

Sawmee" whispered the JemmadaVy creeping close up to Mansfield, 
and touching him on the shoulder ; dekhoy Sahiby" and he pointed eagerly 
towards the top of the tree. Mansfield followed with his eye the direction 
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indicated ; and there, in the midst of a dense mass of foliage, a small patch 
of black fur was faintly visible. 

That’s our friend, by all that’s beautiful !” cried he, rubbing his hands. 

Here, Charley, my boy ! do you take the first shot, and let us see how 
cleverly you can knock him off his perch.” 

Where is he?” asked Charles, looking up, and shading his eyes with 
his hand. I can see nothing.” 

I “ There, among that thick mass of leaves at the very top of the tree : 

I do you not observe a small black spot?” 
j Ay, ay ; now I have it.” 

I Charles raised his rifle slowly and fired. The bear remained motionless, 
j and the sharj) rattle of the bullet as it crashed through the branches left no 
doubt that it had missed its object. 

Below him,” said Mansfield, with great composure, at the same time 
raising his rifle and firing quickly. This shot was answered by a deep 
I growl, and a convulsive start on the part of the bear, but he still remained 
j motionless, and showed no symptoms of being wounded. 

; « Another miss!” cried Charles, in great glee. ""I’ve still a chance to 

i draw first blood, after all — Hurra ! ” 

i "" By the beard of the Prophet I I believe you are right,” said Mansfield, 

1 regarding his rifle with a look of astonishment, such as a keeper might be 
j expected to bestow on a favourite pointer who had suddenly taken a fancy 

; to running in to birds, instead of dropping at shot. "" And yet I can hardly 

believe that Clincher would make such an egregious mistake either. I 
had full sLx square inches of black fur to fire at, and the range is not 
above seventy yards. WeU, never mind; better luck next time. But, 
in the meantime, we must get right under the tree to have a view of 
him, for I see he has shifted his position. That shot was too near to 
be pleasant, whether it hit him or not. Ha! what’s this?” continued 
Mansfield, m he looked upwards from the root of the tree, and felt a 
large wtum drop faU upon his forehead. ""Blood, as I live! and plenty 
oi it, too. See, it comes pattering down amongst the dry leaves like rain. 
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I thouglit Clincher would hardly play me such a trick as to miss at that dis- 
tance.” 

As he said this, a rustling was heard in the branches overhead, and the 
bear, sliding from the branch on which he was perched, began slowly and 
cautiously to descend the tree, turning his head from side to side, showing 
his teeth in a threatening manner, and growliag fiercely at his assailants. 

Charles raised his piece, and was about to fire. 

Hold!” cried Mansfield, as he busied himself in reloading the barrel 
of his rifle, which had been discharged. Fair play, fair play: don’t take 
an ungentlemanlike advantage of poor Bruin; he is a gallant fellow to 
j hi'nk of showing fight against such odds, and it is but common civility to 
let him reach the ground before we proceed to farther hostilities. You 
shall have the first round with him if you only keep quiet and let him get 
down.” 

Charles lowered his rifle, and stood watching the clumsy progress of the 
bear with great interest. The poor brute had eridently received a severe 
wound, and moved with great pain and difficulty. Faster and faster 
pattered the large drops, forming a crimson pool at the foot of the tree. 
The growl of defiance was changed to a faint moaning cry, half stifled by 
the blood which now bubbled copiously from his distended jaws ; the 
faintness of death was upon him ; he no longer attempted to descend, but 
clasping his fore-paws firmly round a projecting branch, held on with 
convulsive energy. 

" It’s aU over with him,” said Mansfield ; give the poor brute another 
shot, and put him out of pain.” 

Charles instantly fired: one deep groan was heard; slowly and reluct- 
antly the gigantic fore-paws relaxed their hold. 

Stand from under,” shouted Mansfield ; and next moment the enormous 
black mass descended to the earth with a velocity that made it rebound 
several feet, effectually extinguishing any spark of life which might have 
remained. 

A most inglorious victory,” said Mansfield, returning his ramrod with 
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an impatient jerk. But the skin is a good one, which is all that can be 
said in favour of our exploit. And now, metliinks, we had best wend omr 
\Yay homewards^ for wx are full four miles from camp, and the heat is 
enough to fry one’s brains into an omelette.” 

To say notliing of the want of breakfast,” continued Charles, whose 
mouth watered at the very mention of an omelette. I feel as empty as a 
kettle-drum, and hungry enough to eat the hind leg of a donkey without 
salt — Allans^ mon CapitavieJ^ 

« TTill the Sahib not kill another bear?” asked the Jemmadar^ with a 
knowing look, as the two sportsmen were about to move off. 

To be sure we wiU,” exclaimed both the young men in a breath, if 
you will only find him for us.” 

Kamah can find him,” replied the savage, with a confident air. 

Follow me.” 

The Jemmadar spoke thus assuredly, from having remarked that the 
dead bear was a male, and knowing that, if he followed the trail backwards, 
there was little doubt that it would lead him to the hiding-place of the 
female and her cubs. 

As good luck would have it, the trail led them in the direction of the 
camp ; a circumstance which induced our two sportsmen to follow the rapid 
strides of their conductor with double alacrity. After pursuing a tortuous 
course, tlirough an almost impenetrable jungle, for uj)wards of a mile, the 
trail suddenly ceased on the edge of a small muddy stream, the opposite 
bank of which rose to a considerable height, and was composed of huge 
splintered masses of rock piled one upon another in wild confusion. 

"\Ye are not far from her now,” said Mansfield, cocking both barrels of 
his rifle, and thi-owing it across his arm, ready to be used at a moment’s 
notice, whilst old Kamah 'waded across the stream, and hunted about, like 
a hound at fault, in hopes of finding a continuation of the trail amongst the 
bare rocks ; but their hard surface afforded no vestige of foot-marks even 
to the expeiienced eye of the savage. 

The indefatigable Kamah had climbed more than half way up the rocky 
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bank, bunting -with the eagerness of a terrier, and poking bis nose into 
every crevice wbicb afforded tbe sbgbtest probabibty of concealing a bear, 
wben, on turning tbe angle of a rock, he suddenly started back, and 
beckoned, with eager gestures, for Mansfield to come across. 

At this moment a terrific growl was beard. Tbe Jemmadar^ casting a 
hasty glance over bis shoulder, sprang, without hesitation, from the dizzy 
height into the bed of the stream, and ere he reached the water the in- 
furiated bear appeared upon the very ledge of rock which he had quitted, 
giving vent to her impotent rage in a prolonged roar, and glaring with the 
malignant eye of a baffled fiend on the intended victim who had so narrowly 
escaped her jaws. 

Quick as thought, hlansfield discharged his unerring rifle, and the bear, 
rearing up to her full height, rolled headlong down the rocky steep, falling 
right over poor Kamah, who had not yet had time to scramble out of the 
water. 

The Jemmadar had hardly uttered a yell of astonishment when he found 
himself firmly clasped in the deadly embrace of the bear, and felt her hot 
breath blowing upon liis cheek. Twisting his body round, with the agility 
of a wild cat, he avoided the first grasp which she made at his head ; and 
knowing full well that he had nothing else for it, thrust his naked arm, 
without hesitation, between her extended jaws, seizing the root of her 
tongue, with the desperate gripe of a man who is determined that nothing 
but death shall force him to quit his hold. A deadly struggle now ensued ; 
the two combatants — each equally sa^^age in their own way — rolling over 
and over, and struggling, like two incarnate fiends, in the midst of the 
muddy stream, now crimsoned by the blood which flowed copiously from 
the wounded bear. And it was well for the Jemmadar that she had been 
wounded, else the contest would have been speedily ended. Mansfield 
stood for some time anxiously w'atching their movements, with his fore- 
finger resting on the trigger of his rifle, in hopes that some lucky turn 
might give him an opportunity of firing into the bear : and more than once 
the weapon was raised to his shoulder ; but so quick were their evolutions. 




96 


THE OLD FOHEST HANGER. 


that he did not dare to risk a shot. For an instant the shaggj hide of the 
bear appeared on the surface ; and ere it could be well distinguished, its 
place was supplied by the dusky figure of the sayage — his teeth firmly 
clenched — every sinew in his wiry frame strained almost to cracking — and 
his blood-shot eyes starting from their sockets, in consequence of the dread- 
ful j)ressure he endured. 

This will never do,” exclaimed Mansfield, hastily throwing down his 
rifle, and preparing to plunge into the water ; but ere he could do so, the 
blade of old KamaJCs hunting-knife was seen to flash in the sun, and next 
moment he started to his feet, with a savage yell of triumph, flourishing the 
blood-stained weapon round his head, whilst the lifeless body of the bear 
floated slowly down the stream — he had just withdrawn it from her heart. 

It was my fate,” said the Jemmadary casting a rueful glance at his arm, 
which was a good deal mangled by the teeth of the bear, although, in her 
wounded state, she had not been able to exert sufficient strength to break 
the bones : it was my fate ; ” and consoling himself with this reflection, 
he proceeded to bind up his wounds with a pocket-handkerchief which 
Charles had given him. 

She must have cubs hereabouts,” remarked Mansfield to Charles, after 
they had dragged the body of the bear from the stream, and laid it on the 
bank ; she must have cubs hereabouts, else she would never have made 
such a desperate attack as she did on the Jemmadar. What say you, 
Kamali ; are there not young ones in the cave ? ” 

The Sahib hath spoken wisdom,” replied the Jemmadar ; there are 
doubtless young bears in the cave — the young devils, the children of an 
accursed dam, shall not escape my knife ! ” So saying, and grinding his 
teeth, the revengeful savage clutched the hilt of his hunting-knife with a 
determined grasp. 

Jfo, no. Master Kamahy ” cried Charles, checking him ; you shall 
not kill the poor little wretches. I want a young bear particularly ; and I 
am sure our friend the Doctor would give his ears for one. We must take 
them alive, and carry them into camp.” 
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This measure haviug been carried, after some opposition from the Jem-- 
ynadar^ he was persuaded to go back to the cave to secure the cubs. He 
soon returned with two little misshapen snarling imi)s, about the size of 
terrier dogs, one of which he carried by the nape* of the neck in his hand, 
whilst the other was secured under his arm ; and many wex'e the maledictions 
he bestowed upon them, as they struggled, and scratched, and writhed 
about, in their vain attempts to free themselves from his iron grasp. 

The cubs having been properly secured, and one of them committed to 
the care of Charles — for the poor Jemmadary with liis wounded am, found 
his two unruly protegees rather more than he could manage — the party 
moved otf towards their camp, with all the speed 'which xnvenous himger 
and the prospect of a good brejikfast coidd inspire. 

An hoiu''s scrambling thi'ough dense jungle, where the heat and want of 
air was almost suffocating, brought them in sight of the camp ; and poor 
Charles, now nearly fainting from himger and fatigue, felt most devoutly 
thankful as the cheerful scene opened to his view — a scene which formed so 
striking a contrast to the silexit gloom of the foi*est, giving promise of rest, 
good cheer, and shelter fi'om the mex'ciless rays of a tx'opical sun. The 
'white canvass roofs of the texits, sparkling in the sunbeams, and standing 
out in bold relief against a dark background of forest-trees, looked the very 
picture of comfort ; and the bustle w^hich took place amongst the native 
servants, as soon as their masters appeared in sight, showed that they anti- 
cipated a hasty order for the substantial breakfast which had long awaited 
their arrival. Under the shade of a widely-spreading banyan tree, numerous 
fires sent up their thin spiral columns of blue smoke into the clear at- 
mosphere, indicating the speedy preparation of the mid-day meal of the 
camp followers, w'ho, enjoying the luxury of a day's relaxation froxn laboux', 
might be seen swixnming, diving, and floundering about in the cool stream 
of the rivei', like a flock of wild fowl. The wives of the horsekeepers, in 
their picturesque and gaudy-coloured dresses, squatted ixx groups around 
their fires, carefully watching the earthen vessels, which contained their 
frugal mess of ince ; whilst their husbands busied themselves in pouring out 
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and cooling the gram^ previous to giving it to the noble-looking Arab 
horsesj which, picketed at a short distance, neighed and pawed the ground 
with impatient eagerness. Groups of bullocks and baggage-ponies strayed 
about amongst the trees, luxuriating in the rich herbage which the natural 
lawn aftbrded ; and, in the foreground, in the shallow part of the river, the 
huge baggage-elephant lay extended, at full length, like an eastern potentate 
in his bath, flapping liis ponderous ears, and lazily splashing the water 
about with liis trunk; whilst the Mahout, kneeling on the top of his 
I unwieldy charge, diligently scrubbed the dark-polished hide of the animal 
j with a rough piece of freestone — a species of shampooing which old 
! A seemed to enjoy mightily, ever and anon expressing his appro- 
! bation thereof by a complacent grunt, and a more vigorous flap with his 

I ears. 

I As our party neared the tents, their ears were assailed by the harsh 
‘ tones of the Doctor’s voice, loud in wrath. 

I “ Ite d— d long fushionless gowk, will ye no baud yer grip?” were the 
j first words which reached their ears. Od’s my life, man, can ye no hand 
i on, by the tail, till I pu’ the skin o’er his head? If ye let go again, and 
; gar me spoil the specimin, the conseq^uence is, I’ll ding the life out o’ ye, 
1 ye soft sumph ! ” 

! Suppose master cut off my head, I never can do this business,” replied 

the squeaking voice of Heels, in a tone of remonstrance. I poor Matee 
boy jMuster too muchee strong — snake’s tail too muchee large — too muchee 
fat too muchee slippery make — how can poor black fellow hold him 
grip?” 

Wecl, then, gie me the tail, and tak’ ye hand o’ the skin, ye poor 
fushionless cat; and mind ye dinna rive it, or, as fac’ as death, I’ll burke 
you, and make an anatomical preparation o’ your wizen’d carcage.” 

^Hum! and walk away with it, my hearties! PuU Doctor, puU 
devil i shouted Mansfield, clapping his hands, and laughing till his sides 
ached, as he entered the tent, and discovered the Doctor, his gaunt figure 
very scantily clad in a dirty shiit and a pair of mosquito drawers, holding 
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on^ as if liis life depended upon it, by tbe tail of tbe huge snake he had 
killed the evening before ; his face the colour of a frosty moon, and the big 
di’ops of perspiration streaming from liis forehead ; whilst Heels, grinning 
like an insane baboon, panted, and strained, and tugged at the skin, which 
he was attempting to strip off like that of an eel. As the Doctor’s evil 
genius would have it, the tail at this moment slipped through Ms hands, 
and he and his black assistant, falling backwards with a violence pro- 
portioned to the tremendous exertions they had been making, rolled, head 
over heels, to opposite sides of the tent. TMs was too much even for the 
stoical gravity of the Jemmadavy who, opening Ms leathern jaws, and 
displaying Ms formidable array of snow-white teeth, gave vent to an 
eldrich laugh, which completely drowned the less boisterous mirth of Ms 
European companions. 

What, in the name of the foul fiend, gars ye laugh that gait, ye black 
Pagan?” cried the Doctor, sitting up on the ground, grinning like an ogre, 
and rubbing the lower part of his back with a ludicrous expression of 
mingled pain and chagrin. 0, ay, laugh away ; — it ’s grand sport for 
you, nae doot; but, by my troth, if you had gotten sic a hck on the 
os-coccygis as I got the noo, I’m thinking it would gar ye laugh the wrang 
side o’ your mouth ; and, faith, it’s wi’ the wrang side o’ your mouth 1 11 
gar ye laugh yet, if ance I get a grip o’ ye. As true as I’m leevin, I 
think it’s knocldt off a’thegither,” continued the Doctor, feeling the 
injured part with great delicacy of touch. 

O, the de\il a fear of it. Doctor!” said Mansfield, assisting him to rise; 
your bones are not so easily broken as all that comes to. Get up, man, 
and shake yourself ; I ’ve got a patient for you. Poor Kamah has been 
somewhat roughly handled by a bear, and wants a little of your profes- 
sional aid to put Mm to rights.” 

Grippit by a bear!” cried the Doctor, starting to his feet with alacrity, 
his love for a surgical operation completely getting the better of Ms angiy 
feelings. Odd I but that will be an interesting case. Come here, my man, and 
let me examine you; tak’ that clout off your arm — dinna be feared. I’ll no 
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hae recourse to amputation if it can possibly be avoided. But^ at the same 
time, it may be prudent to hae the tools ready, in case they should be 
required.” So saying, the Doctor rummaged out his travelling-case of 
instruments, which he unrolled and ostentatiously laid upon the table, 

I flanked by the usual accompaniment of sponge, water, lint, bandages, &c. 

I Xoo, then,” said he, tucking up his sleeves, and looking very formidably 
j business-like, after he had felt the edge of his various instruments, and 
i tried them upon the palm of his hand to see if they were in good order ; 

I sit doon here, my man, and let me examine the wounds. You needna be 

j the least alarmed.” 

I The Jemmadar, who had attentively watched the Doctor’s proceedings, 

^ and evidently did not at all relish the aspect of affairs, bounded back as the 

' Doctor apjuDached, and, glaring at him with the eye of a tiger at bay, 

j clutched the hilt of his hunting-knife. 

i The deevil’s in the bloodthirsty Pagan!” exclaimed the Doctor, per- 

I fectly aghast. Is it gaun to stick me ye are ? Weel, weel, tak’ your ain 

I way o’t,” continued he, seeing the Jemmadar looked more and more savage ; 

I «tak’ yere ain gait — dee and be d— d, — for dee ye will— the limb’ll 
j mortify, ye donnert auld dee\dl— that’ll be the upshot o’t — and a dismal 

j ill-fiir’d corp ye’ll mak’ when ye’re strekit.” So saying, the Doctor 

turned away, and proceeded to pack up his rejected instruments. 

The obnoxious apparatus having been removed, Mansfield succeeded in 
; explaining to the Jemmadar that the Doctor’s intentions were quite harm- 
less ; and having, after some trouble, pacified the enraged practitioner, the 
wounded arm was at length imboimd, and the Doctor — grumbling, 
however, a good deal as he did so — proceeded to examine the wounds. 

Humph ! ” said the Doctor, putting on his spectacles, taking a pinch of 
I snuft, and assuming an air of profound wisdom ; ’ll condescend to avail 

I yourself of my professional knowledge noo, will ye, ye poor benighted 

, Pagan ? Od, it s weel for you that ye hae sic an easy-tempered 

! man to deal wi’; mony a ane would have seen ye far enough afore they 

; would hae been at the fash o’ patching up yere greasy black hide. Whisht, 
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ye cankered deevil, and dinna be girning that gait — faith, if I hae occasion I 

to handle the tools. I’ll gie ye something to girn for, my man ! I tell’t ye, j 

I ’d gar ye laugh the wrang side o’ yere mouth afore I was done wf ye. 1 

Od, but she’s gi’en ye a gay sair churt, though,” continued the Doctor, as i 

he spunged away the clotted blood. Thae lacerated punctures are bad 
things, and ill to heal ; but I believe there’s nae banes broken, and, I dare 
say, if mortification does na ensue, we may manage to save the limb, ! 

although mony a ane would wliip it off at ance, just to save trouble.” j 

Having thus made out the worst case he possibly could, the Doctor | 
proceeded to wash and clean the wounds, which, after all, were not of so ! 
serious a nature as he "wished his friends to believe ; and having bound up j 

the arm with some simple dressing, and suspended it in a sling, the ; 

Jemmadar was allowed to retire, evidently delighted at having escaped so J 
easily out of the Doctor’s clutches. ; 

And now,” said Mansfield, addressing the Doctor, “ if you will be 1 
good enough to remove that half-skinned snake, which is an object not at 
all calculated to improve one’s appetite, we will to breakfast. I feel as 
ravenous as a ground shark, and I see Master Charles is already making ! 
/play with his knife and fork, so it is time to look out for our share of the 
rations. I suppose. Doctor, you have had your breakfast long ago ?” 

Ay,” replied the Doctor, casting an amorous glance at the goodly 
viands which loaded the table, as he assisted Heels in removing the snake 
— "Ay, I got a bit chack twa hours sin’ syne, but I’m gay weel 
apeteezed again ; I’m thinkin’ I’ll just sit doon and pick another wee bit 
for company sake. We’ll ca’ it lunch.” 

So saying, and wiping his greasy hands in his shirt-sleeves, the Doctor ; 
feU to work ; and the unwearied industry -with ^vhich he plied his jaws ; 
proved that " the bit chack, tw'a hours syne,” had done but little towards 
damping his appetite — nor were his companions backward in the fray. j 
Hashed venison, curry, omelette, fresh fish from the river, huge bovrls j 

of tea, and goblets of cool claret, disappeared as if by magic. In short, I 

it was a regular hunter’s breakfast ; and, by my troth, there was no lack | 
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either of appetite or inclination, on the part of the hunters, to do it ample 
justice. 

The Lord he thankit for a’ his mercies I ” murmured the doctor, at 
length, tlirowing liimself hack in his chair, patting his stomach complacently, 
and proceeding to light a cigar, which he said was good for digestion — 
“ I’m as foo’ as a part an.” 

The Doctor had lighted his cigar, and was sitting, with half-closed eyes, 
allowing the smoke to escape in thin spiral columns from the corner of his 
mouth, and tliinking what a pity it was that man’s gastronomic powers were 
limited, when he was startled from his reverie hy a low whining cry behind 
him, 

TThat^'s that ? ” cried he, turning hastily round in his chair, and dis- 
covering the two young bears, who, having been left to their own devices, 
had crept away and tried to conceal themselves in a remote corner of the 
tent. Wliat’na twa queer black things is yon, rowin aboot in that dark 
corner, for a’ the world like twa young imps o’ Satan ? My certie, they’r 
no’ very canny like. I wadna say but what they’r twa familiar spirits be- 
longing to that deevil the Jemmadar. I aye thought he lookit gay like a 
warlock,” 

Xo ; they are my familiar spirits,” cried Charles, jumping up, and pro- 
ceeding to lug the reluctant little savages into the middle of the tent. I 
had quite forgotten the unfortunate imps, who must be quite as much in 
want of food as we were.” 

Od’s my life, they’r bears ! ” cried the Doctor, in great delight ; 

Ursus lahiatus — grand specimins, and just the right size to make pets o’ 
— whar' did ye get them ? ” 

We caught them in a cave, after having killed their mother,” replied 
Charles ; and I thought they would be well worth the trouble of carrying 
home. I intend one of them as a present to you, Doctor, if you t.hiTik it 
worthy of acceptance ; so you may take your choice.” 

Worthy o’ acceptance ! Od, Maister Charles, I wadna’ tak’ a five pund 
note for ane o’ them. I’m muckle indebted to you indeed, sir. Come here 
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to me^ ye poor wee hairy tyke,” continued the Doctor, putting on his most 
insinuating look, snapping his fingers, and holding out a saucer of milk 
towards one of the young bears. Come here to me, and I’ll gie you a 
sup o milk, I’m siue your mammy did na’ gie ye ony breakfast this 
mormng, for ye look awfu’ hungered~like ; ” but the unmannerly cub turned 
a deaf ear to the Doctor’s gentle importunities. Hoot, man, come here ; 
what gars ye look sae dooms stupid-like? div ye no ken the smell o’ sweet 
mUk?” 

So saying, the Doctor seized the sulky little brute by the nape of the 
neck, placed him on his knee, and shoving his nose into the saucer, at- 
tempted to make him drink, whether he would or not. This was an insult 
I which the independent spirit of young Bruin could not brook ; and, accord- 
I liG made a most determined resistance — growling, scx'atching, and 

gnasliing his teeth, with a determined courage %vorthy of his illustrious an- 
cestors. At last he succeeded in fixing his teeth in the worthy Doctor’s 
hand, making the blood start, and extorting an involuntary cry of pain. 

I rU thraw ye’r neck, ye girnin cankered deevle, that will I,” roared the 

I Doctor, starting to his feet, tossing his adopted bairn into the middle of the 

tent, and shaking his wounded hand, as if it had been scalded. Wha 
would ha’ thought the bit towzy tyke had sae muckle wickedness in it ! 
od’s my life, sma’ though it be, it gar’d its teeth play chack like a pair o’ 
hedge sheers ; it has amaist nippit ane o’ the fingers aff me.” 

The young bears having been turned out of the tent in disgrace, and 
consigned to the care of one of the horsekeeper’s wives, — who, having half 
a dozen squalling brats of her own, was supposed to possess some skill in 
the management of such unruly cubs,— the Doctor patched up his wounded 
fingers with a piece of adhesive plaster, poured out a fresh bowl of tea, and 
resumed his cigar. 

« That’s true,” said he, addressing Mansfield. I forgot to ask what 
sport ye had this morning. Did ye get ony o’ thae muckle bison beasts ye 
were speakin’ o’ yest’reen ? I’m very anxious to see ane of them ; for they 
are, nae doubt, rare annuals, and I hae heard sae mony different opinions 
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aboot them, tbat I’m just in s withers whether they ought to be classed 
amongst the bisontian group, or whether they are only a variety of the 
wild buffalo which is found in the jungles of Bengal.” 

Well, Doctor, you may soon have your cmiosity satisfied on that head. 
We killed two fine specimens this morning — a male and female — besides 
a couple of bears ; hut to do so, I fear you must accompany Kamah and his 
party when they go to fetch home the game ; for the bison are such un- 
wieldy anunals, that it is impossible to carry them off entire. When you 
see them, I have no doubt you will agree with me that they are true bison, 
although a variety quite distinct from the bison of Europe or North 
America. You will find a description of the animal — but a very imperfect one 
— in Cuvier’s work, under the name of Bos Gaurus, But I see old Kamah 
is aheady mustering his Coolies ; so, if you intend to accompany them, you 
had better order your horse. You can ride well enough till you get into 
the heavy bamboo jungle, and it is just as well to save an unnecessary walk 
in the sun.” 

The Doctor was soon equipped in a white jacket and broad-brimmed 
straw hat, and bestriding his raw-boned Cutch horse, with a goodly-sized 
umbrella over his head to protect him from the sun, he drove Ms heels into 
the lean ribs of Ms charger, j irked the reins, made a clucking noise with Ms 
tongue, and leaning well forward, with Ms elbows projecting at right angles 
from Ms body, started at a shambling trot. The Jemmadar and a whole 
regiment of Coolies followed in Ms wake ; some bearing bamboos and ropes 
to carry home the bears, whilst others were aimed with knives, hatchets, 
&c., for the purpose of cutting up the bison. 

Two to one the Doctor gets spilt before he is clear of the camp,” cried 
Charles, laugMng heartily at the grotesque appearance of the worthy 
Doctor, and Ms raw-boned steed. 

The chances are ten to one in your favour,” replied Mansfield. I can 
see, by the way the old dromedary carries his ears, that he is in one of Ms 
sulky fits tliis morning ; he is not the least inclined to leave the camp, and 
if he begins to argue the point, the Doctor is pretty sure to get the worst 
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I of it. There he goes — I told you so — up with the black flag^ and no siu*- 
render. TTcll done. Doctor, hit him again — Hurra ! ” 

The Doctor’s charger, as Mansfield predicted, had not advanced above a 
hundred yards, wdien he suddenly wdieeled x-oiind, laid his cars back, clapped 
his tall between his legs, shook his head with a siillcy dogged air, and looked 
askance at his rider, with liis malignant wall-eye, as much as to say, 111 
see you particidarly ivell d — cl before I go an inch farther — so do your 
worst.” 

Tak’ ye that, ^ Smiler,’ my man,” said the Doctor, suddenly closing 
i his umbrella, and bringing it down on the head of his refractory steed with 
a force that made it fly in splinters. The amiable ^ Smiler ’ acknowledged 
; the favour by a sulky grunt, and a sidelong kick with one liind leg, after 
the manner of a vicious cow. 

; Hit him again, Doctor — hit him hard — don’t be afraid of hurting him 

— his skull is tliick enough ; ” and the two young men rubbed their hands, 

' and shouted with glee at the propect of witnessing a well-contested struggle 
i between the Doctor and the pig-headed Smiler/ 

I Here, my man, give us a lend o’ that stick,” cried the Doctoi', tlmowing 

I away his broken umbrella, and snatcliing a heavy male bamboo from one of 

' the Coolies- AYhack ! down it came iiiDon ' Smiler’s’ lean flank, making 

I the empty carcass sound like a kettledrum. 

The additional weight of metal told; and, tliis time, ^ Smiler’ exerted 
I himself so far as to kick both heels in the air, with a jerk that somewhat 
I discomposed the Doctor’s seat. 

Dee’l be in my skin, but I’ll ca’ the life out o’ ye, ye door deevil,” 

! muttered the Doctor, as he once more brandished the bamboo over his head. 

I ’Od, ye’ll try to gang yeV ain gait, though the Deel liimsel’ should girn 
! in ye'r face ; ” — Whack. — If ye war drowned, — and Dee’l may care how 
soon ye come to that, — III wad a sixpence, it’s up the water a body wad 
need to gang, to look for the ill-faurt carcage o’ you. There, tak’ that, ye 
thrawn deevil,” and the bamboo descended between ^ Smiler’s’ ears, inflicting 
a blow that would have felled any other horse to the ground. But it only 
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seemed to rouse the dormant energies of that proud-spirited steed : his wall- 
eye flashed fire^ he snorted indignantly ; and^ rearing upon his hind-legs, 
made a desperate plunge forward. 

Tliis unwonted feat of activity, on the part of ^ Smiler,’ completely 
unshipped the Doctor, who was pitched clean out of the saddle ; but, deter- 
mined to regain his seat, if possible, he remained clinging with his long legs 
entwined round the horse’s neck, and holding on vigorously by the ears. 
The Doctor made a desperate effort to right himself ; for one moment the 
victory appcai'cd doubtful; and the spectators watched the issue of the 
struggle with breathless impatience : — He’s up again : — No ! — that last 
kick has turned the scale of victory, and the discomfited Doctor lies sprawl- 
ing ill the dust. 

Are you hurt ? ” said Charles, running up to him, and kindly assisting 
him to rise ; for he was really sorry for the poor Doctor, although he could 
not help laughing till the tears ran down his cheeks — no one ever can on 
such an occasion : — I hope you are not the worse for your fall.” 

Dec\il a bit,” cried the Doctor, jumi>ing up and wiping the blood from 
his nose, tiie bold outline of which was a good deal disfigured by the fall — 
deevil a bit — he has flattened my neb a wee ; but, by my troth. I’ll gar 
him rue the day he did it.” 

So saying, the Doctor grasped the reins ; sprang into the saddle, with an 
agility quite surprising in one of his ungainly make ; and plied the bamboo 
so vigorously about the ears of his refractory steed, that the unfortunate 
Smiler’ was glad, for peace-sake, to turn his head the right way, and 
shamble off at his best pace. 

Ftiith, ^ Smiler,’ my man, ye got the worst o’ that tuilzie, I’m thinkin,” 
said the Doctor, tucldng the bamboo under his arm, and smiling com- 
placently, as he refreshed himself after bis labours with a huge pinch of 
snufT. 
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CHAPTER IX. 


A WET NIGHT UNDEB CANVASS. 


jHE sun has already set^ and the short twilight of 
the tropics is fast darkening into night. An 
unnatural silence pervades the forest. The close 
air of the woods is more dense and oiipressive 
than usual, and the heat is almost suffocating. 

Om- three friends are seated in front of the 
pi'incipal tent, smoking their cigars ; their hunt- 
ing dresses have been exchanged for that truly 
oriental deshabille of slippers and musquito- 
trousers ; they appear languid and oppressed by 
the unnatural heat of the atmosphere, and their shirts are thrown open, 
to woo the passing zephyr, as they sit smoking in profound silence. 
Even the dumb animals appear to feel the overpowering influence of the 
electric fluid with which the atmosphere is surcharged. The horses, with 
drooping ears, hang listlessly over their untasted food- The dozing bullocks 
have forgotten to ruminate. The birds have already flown for shelter to 
the densest thickets of the forest. And nature awaits, in silent awe, the 
coming storm. 

We are going to have a dirty night of it,” said Mansfield, after regarding 
the appearance of the sky for some minutes. 

Faith, you may say that,” replied the Doctor, starting from a half 
doze ; and it is high time we were getting the tents secured, else we shall 
hae them aboot our lugs before daylight. Whare the deevil are a’ thae 
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lazy loons ? they might hae thocht of bushing the tent-pegs afore this time. 
0<b the hale camp appears to be in a dwam^ kye^ and horses, and a’ — 
Chitprassce holoic!'^ continued he, bestowing a kick on the ribs of our 
friend Heels, who, rolled up in his cumUey, was snoring right lustily 
between the walls of tlie tent. 

Ahha!'^ muttered Heels, turning on liis side, with a grunt, and again 
sncuing louder than ever. 

Chuprassee bolow /” with another kick, more earnestly bestowed than 
the fumier. 

SaMb I ’’ cried Heels, sitting up and rubbing his eyes. 

Chuprassee bolow roared the Doctor, shaking Heels, till he was 
thoroughly awake. 

Sahib yawned Heels, and, leisurely gathering up his cumhley^ he 
shuffled off to rouse the tent-pitchers and Lascars. 

In a few minutes a dozen busy hands were employed in bushing the tent- 
pegs, digging trenches round the tent, and taking all the necessary pre- 
cautions to secure the camp against the effects of a tropical thunder-storm. 

hat a fuss you old Indians make about a shower of rain remarked 
Charles, laughing as he w^atched the eager haste with which the natives 
worked: these fellows remind me of a ship’s crew shortening sail in a 

hurry when a white squall is expected.” 

And, ’s\ith all their hurry, they will not have done their work much 
too soon either,” replied Mansfield; ^^for here it comes, with a vengeance, 
loll will have a fine opportunity now of seeing what an Indian shower is, 
my lad. And if you have the luck to get a wet tent blown about your ears 
to-night, wliieh I think exceedingly probable, you will recoUect the 
appearance of a thunder-cloud the next time you see one. I’ll be bound.” 

As he said tliis, Charles felt a cold damp air come stealing over his face, 
now comes sweeping from afar a low mysterious muttering sound, 
like the distant roar of troubled waters. The atmosphere is suddenly filled 
with that peculiar smell of newly wet earth, which is the sure forerunner of 
a tropical storm. Dry leaves, bits of straw, and other Hght substances are 
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caught up^ and whirled into air^ with a quick spiral motion, as if by the 
action of innumerable little whirlwinds, although, as yet, not a breath of 
air is stirring. A dense mass of inky clouds rises above the tree-tops, with 
a rapidity that shows the mighty power of the tempest, by which it is 
driven on, and the faint twilight is suddenly quenched in the darkness of 
midnight. And now a bright flash of livid fire shoots from out the gloomy 
mass, blasting the spectators’ sight with its unearthly splendour — and the 
vault of heaven is rent asunder — and the earth trembles, as she listens 
with awe to the chiding voice of angry thunder. 

And hark ! — at that signal, the howling spirits of the tempest have been 
loosed, and come sweeping through the woods on a thousand wliistling 
wings, rejoicing in their strength: — and the forest bows low, and groans 
aloud in agony, as the hurricane host sweeps by : — and the aged trees toss 
abroad their gigantic limbs, and lash the air with frantic gestures, as if in 
the madness of fear they were strhing to uproot themselves, and to flee 
from the coming wrath of the mighty Spirit that rides upon the whirlwind: 

— and the rain descends in unbroken sheets of water that appear to 
threaten the earth with a second deluge : — and the crash of uprooted trees 
is mingled with the awful pealing of the thunder : — and the air is filled 
with wild unearthly sounds, as if legions of evil spirits were mingling in 
the fray : — and strange misshapen forms seem to flit amongst the trees, 
revelling in the work of destruction, as the wild scene is for an instant 
revealed to sight by the livid glare of forked lightning, and again shrouded 
in more than midnight darkness. 

The whole universe must be tumbling into chaos,” was the idea which 
flashed across the mind of Charles as he stood amidst the war of elements, 
and gazed in stupificd wonder. 

Eeader, if thou art a lover of the sublime in nature — if thou art anxious 
to be impressed with a due sense of the Omnipotence of thy Creator — go, 
look upon the tropical storm, as it sweeps howling through the wilderness 

— and tremble, hke Charles, at thine own insignificance ! 

But the Doctor had been too long in India, and had witnessed too many 




no 


THE OLD FOREST EANGBE. 


thundex-storms, to understand the feeling -which prompted Charles to 
gratify Ms love of the sublime at the expense of his bodily comforts. 

Come in by,” — cried he, from the interior of the tent, -where he had 
already snugly ensconced himself behind the dinner-table. “ Come in by, 
Maister Charles, and dinna be standing there glowrin’ frae you, like a 
demented poet. The deevU’s in the laddy, has he gaen daft a’thegither, or 
is lie dazed by the thunner, or -ivhat’s gaen wrang wi’ him, that he stands 
there in a pour of rain that’s fit to wash the sack aff his back? for a’ the 
-\vorld like a drooket craw on an auld fayle dyke, and him ha’in’ a good dry 
tent at his back, and a prime haunch of venison smoking on the table ; and 
the kettle blawin’ out steam like the boiler of a twa hundred horse-power 
engine ; and that bonny bit bottle of real Glenlivat smiling in his face, fit 
to seduce a vara Saunt. Hoot fie ! — Come in by, ye poor demented cratur, 
and dirma be catching your death o’ cauld there. — Ye’ll be laid up wi’ 
jungle fever, the morn, as sure as my name’s M'Phee — or may be ye’ll 
be blinded by the %htning, and that would be a bonny-like story to teU to 
youLT winsome cousin. Miss Kate, when we gang back to the billg. Come 
in by, my man, to ye’r denner, and never ye fash yer thum’ aboot ‘ the war 
o' tlie elements,’ as time poor, silly, half-starved bits of poets ca’ it:— just 
let them abe, and let them feebt it out their ain gate ; they’U oa’ through 
I fine, without’n your help ; and whichever gets the best o’t, we are sure to 

I hae a gran’ day for the deer-shooting the mom. — O man ! but that’s 

I prime juicy meat,” — continued he, licking his lips, and eyeing the noble 

liauneh, in -which Mansfield had just made the first cut — “ A wee bit mair 
, o’ the Fat, if ye please. Captain, and another spoonfu’ o’ the gravy ay, 
that'll do fine.” 

, A.nd the Doctor, regardless of the storm which raged without, fell to 
' witb an earnestness of purpose that would have done credit to the appetite 
of a. lialF-starvod ogre. 

cll, Charles, my boy, what thmk you of an Indian shower now ? ” 

asked Mansfield, as Charles entered the tent, dripping like a river god: — 

“ that is sometMng Hke a squaU, is it not ? — the breaking out of the mon- 
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soon, amongst the western GhatSy is a sight worth seeing, we flatter our- 
selves.” 

It is indeed” — replied Charles — about the grandest sight I ever 
beheld. I have often heard it talked of before, but never could have 

pictured to myself any thing half so sublime, so awful — it ” 

" Talking o’ the grand works o’ nature” — interrupted the Doctor, with 
his mouth well filled, and keeping his eyes steadily fixed on his plate — 
talking o’ the grand works of nature, Maister Charles, allow me to 
recommend to your favourable notice that haunch o’ venison ; that’s what 
I ca’ a grand specimin o’ combined nature and art — a majestic hint quarter 
o’ a maist sublime buck — and just roasted to the very minutest fraction of 
a turn. — Another slice, if you please. Captain ! ” 

Faith you appear to think so, friend M^^Phee, if one may judge by 
the hole you have made in it aheady,” replied Charles, pulling in a chair : 
— « « by the beard of the prophet ! ’ as my worthy uncle would say, one 
must needs look sharp wdien you come to close quarters with a joint, else 
they are like to have bare bones to pick. Manners, you old cannibal, 
manners — why you don’t mean to say you want another slice already ! ” 

Truth do I, Maister Charles — and what’s mair, I’m no going to let 
you sit down to yom denner in that weet sark, to get a fit o’ the ague, and 
gie me the trouble o’ makin’ you well again. — N’a, na! — just gang in 
atween the wa’s o’ the tent, like a man, and put dry clothes on you. — 
Heels has got them a’ ready — and I’ll keep a prime bit o’ the venison for 
you ; I’ll no let the Captain eat it a’, although he is such a deevil o’ a twist. 
— Captain, I’U tak’ a wee bit mair from you, just to keep you in coun- 
tenance, for I see ye’r no done yet.” 

Will you, by Jove! — the devil’s in your maw, Doctor” — cried 
Charles, who, although perhaps a little the worse for his pretty cousin’s 
blue eyes, had not by any means allowed his appetite to go the same way 
as his heart, and off he bounded to change his wet clothes with aU con- 
venient speed. 

Charles having made a hearty dinner — for man’s powers are limited. 
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! and the Doctor^ in spite of himself, had been obliged to desist before he 
I had more than half finished the haunch — the cloth was removed, and a 

; bottle of claret, with the unusual accompaniments of hot water, sugar, and 

j a bottle of real Highland whisky, were placed upon the table. 

! Xoo, then, lads,” cried the Doctor, lighting a cigar, and rubbing his 

^ hands with glee. Xoo, then, for a cozie night, in spite of the wind and the 
j rain. Heels, ye black sinner, tie up the tent door, and keep the wind out; 

I it's enough to gle an alligator the lumbago.” 

j Hullo, Doctor ! — what’s all this ? ” exclaimed Mansfield, 

i Aha, lads ! — there’s something to warm the cockles of your heart. I 

; hae been sair stinted in my drink, since I left the hills, wi’ you and your 

j temperate habits. Captain — and your lang-winded preaching about cool 

, heads, and steady hands : — that’s a’ very weel for you crack rifle shots, but 
5 it doesna’ agree wi’ my constitution ; and, by my troth, I maun hae my ain 

j way this weet night. There’s a bottle o’ the right sort, that never paid 

1 sixpence to the excise — bless it’s sonsie wame ! — and hot water enough to 

j plot a pig, and a’ the rest o’ the materials ; and so. Captain dear, just pitch 

j that sour trash o’ claret to the dogs — fiech ! — it gars me grue to look at 

j it — and mak’ yoursel’ a good stiff tumbler, like a man. Here’s " The 

I lasses— God bless them ! ’ — I’m sure you’ll drink that toast, Maister Charles, 

I if the ague lias na got a grip o’ you aheady, and frozen the blood in your 
' veins,” 

i Xot, by any means, a bad move,” replied Mansfield and Charles in a 

; breath, as they filled their glasses, for the night T 7 as really cold enough to 

' make a little hot stuff mighty palatable, between the canvass walls of a 

I wet tent, Here’s your toast, with right good will — ^ The lasses — God 

' bless them I'” 

; Weel done, Captain ! Od, I see ye mak’ it gae an’ stiff, like mysel’. 

I I dinna misdoubt but what there’s some o’ the right stuff in you yet, ye 
j maiiogaiiy-faced auld sinner, in spite o’ the pmitanical look ye put on 
; W'hiles, when I propose takin’ a second tumbler. I dare say noo. Captain,” 

: emitinued the Doctor, draining his glass, and proceeding to replenish it,— I 
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dare sav ye think I’m mair given to drink than a professional man like me 
ought to he^ because I‘m, whiles, a wee funny in my cups ; but I assure 
you. Sir, I’m the maist temperate man leerin’, by ordinar. — Hout, Maister 
Charles, man, tak’ up your glass, you’r far aliint. — It’s no’ the love o’ 
drink. Sir; no, no: — your health. Captain: — it is the comdviality o’ the 
thing I enjoy — the conviviality. Sir — no’ the liquor, by no manner of 
means. Did you ever hear tell o’ the man and his cow. Sir ? ” 

Xo, never,” replied Mansfield, smiling. 

Weel, then, Captain, I’ll tell you the story, for it’s a good illustration 
o’ my subject. — Hout, fie I I have drouned the miller. Just rax me the 
bottle, Maister Charles, till I put in a wee drap mair o’ the speeidt. — Weel, 
gentlemen, as I was saying, about the man and his cow. There was a 
cousin o’ mine, by the name o’ J ock M^Phce, that was married on a sister 
o’ the minister of our parish. And the minister, honest man, on the strength 
o’ this, tlioiight himser in duty bound to take a special charge of my cousin 
Jock’s morals: for, although no’ muckle waur than his neighbours, Jock 
was a gae throughother chccl when he got a drap in his head. So, ae day, 
after J ock had been at a neighbour’s wedding, and had gotten a glass o’er 
much, the minister yoket to, to flyte him about the drink, and he was unco’ 
hard upon poor Jock, and misca’d him terrible ; and at last, says he, ^ Just 
look at your cow there, John,’ says he — ^ look at her, honest beast, she 
gangs to the water, when she’s dry, and slokens her thirst, and comes back, 
douce and sonsie, to the byre, but she never drinks more than what does 
her good, nor makes a beast o’ hersel’, like some folk. And is na’ it a 
crying shame to see you, a Christian man, wi’ a soul to be saved, having 
less sense and discretion than the beasts that perish ? Are ye no’ ashamed. 
Sir, to do the like, and you good-brother to a minister ? ’ 

Indeed, then, Sir, what you say is o’er true,’ replied Jock, scarting 
ins lug, and looking a wee foolish ; ^ but it’s no’ the love o’ liquor. Sir, it’s the 
good company — it’s the good company. Sir, and naething else that leads 
me astray. There’s my cow, lumimled Bess, as joxvr honour says, a sonsie, 
weel-conditioned beast, she tak’s her drink, and comes hanie quiet and 
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peaceable without makin’ a spectacle o’ hersel’. But^ O, Sir, if a neighbour’s 
cow was to come the other side o’ the water, and sit down on her hunkers, 
and say, Here’s to ye, Bess !” od. Sir, as true as death, she wad just sit and 
drink there till she was hlind fou / / ’ ” 

"Bravo, Doctor!” shouted Mansfield — "aright good story, and well 
told. You have earned your glass of grog honestly to-night,” and 
Mansfield and Charles laughed till their sides ached. 

" Haich! haich! haich!” roared the Doctor, at the same time helping 
hinisell* to a little more of the mountain dew. " Haich ! haich ! It aye gars 
me laugh when I think o’ poor J ock and the minister. O, man ! but this 
is grand stuff to cheer a body’s heart, and gar his tongue wag. — Here’s 
wisliing speedy promotion to you. Captain, and a good wife to you, Maister 
Charles,” — and the Doctor winked his eye, with a maudlin expression, 
and tried to look knowing, as he buried his muzzle in the tumbler. 

" Now, Mansfield,” said Charles, " it is your turn. Suppose you fulfil 
the promise you made this morning, and give us the particulars of the two 
extraordinary runs you had lately, on that wonderful little horse Chal- 
lenger.” 

" Biding down a wolf and an antelope, you mean ?” 

" Exactly. ” 

" I shall do so with great pleasure, provided you do not accuse me of 
boasting ; for I confess I am not a little vain of Challenger’s exploits. You 
are aware tkit the feat of riding down an antelope has always been 
considered impracticable, and spearing a wolf on horseback, as next to an 
impossibility. I have often seen the experiment tried, but never knew it 
to succeed before, except in one instance, Tvhen the wolf happened to be 
gorged with food. In my case, however, the wolf was as lank as a grey- 
hound: all I have ever heard of the untiring gaUop, and extraordinary 

bottom of these animals, w^as equalled by this one, — and nothing but the 
condition, and high blood of my horse, carried him through so severe a run. 
— I was riding out one evening, for exercise, carrying a spear in my hand, 
usual, when I suddenly came upon a large male wolf. Challenger being 
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in the highest i)ossil)lc condition, and very fresh, 1 thought a gallop woidd 
do hini good, and accordingly laid in to the wolf, rather for the sake of 
I having some object in view, than with any idea of riding lihu down. 

However, after a gallop of a mile both horse and rider became interested in 
I the chase : — I remembered that Challenger had never yet met his equal in 

I the hunting field — his blood was now fairly up — and, on the impulse of the 

moment, I resolved to let him tiy his metal against the gaunt, long-legged 
devil, who was going along before me at an easy lobbing gallop, wliich, without 
any apparent exertion on liis part, kept my horse 2 >retty nearly at the top of 
I his speed. I now laid in to him in earnest, over a fine open piece of country, 

j easy to cross, except where it was occasionally cut up by nullahs. For the 

j first hour the wolf kept iqi the same pace, a long lobbing gallop without 
exliibiting any symptoms of fatigue ; but after that he began to run short, 

; twisting and turning, to throw me out — stopping in the bottom oi nullahs, 

\ till I had jumped o’ver, and then returning as he had come — and practising 

j all sorts of cunning tricks to shake me off. When the horse was at his 

j haunches, he would suddenly throw liimself flat on the ground, and allow 

j me to pass, thus gaining ground before I could turn ; and as a last resource, 

I when his dry tongue, white with foam, was hanging from his parched jaws, 

! he took to the water in a tank, where I speared him to death. He was 

I fairly done — so dead beat that he could not even bite the bamboo when 

; the spear was driven through liis body. The chase lasted for two hours 

i and five minutes, — a pretty good trial of wind and bottom, you will allow. 

: I had dismounted, and was standing at my horse’s side, loosening the girths, 

j when he suddenly began to snort and tremble, as if alarmed at sometliing 

; on the edge of the tank. I looked over his back to see what it was, when, 

to my astonislmient, I observed the bund, or embankment, lined with 
wolves, sitting on their haunches, and watching my proceedings, whilst 
others were hurrj-ing to the spot from all quarters. Where they came 
from I cannot conceive, for I had not observed one during the run. The 
sun having set, and the wolves appearing rather pugnacious, I thought it 
prudent to decamp before they came to extremities ; so mounted and rode 
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off, leaving tliem masters of the field. They followed for some dista^ace, 
hut did not attempt to attack me, and I got home, some time in the comse 
of the night, without further adventure.” 

And was not j)oor Challenger the worse for his tremendous gallop?*^ — 
asked Charles. 

Not a bit: — he fed well, and appeared as fresh as ever next moTumg. 
It was the spurt after the antelope that so nearly killed him : — I did Biot 
think he would ever get the better of that day’s work.” 

Come, let’s have the antelope, ” exclaimed Charles, drawing his cliair 
closer to that of Mansfield. 

Here's yomr health and sang. Captain,” murmured the Doctor, rousing 
himself from a nap, and replenishing his glass. — “ Was it a sang^ o-r a 
story ? — I’m no’ very sure — but never mind, it’s a’ the same in Greek,’*’ 

Thank you, Doctor — your good health!” replied Mansfield, smiling. 
And the Doctor, taking a long pull at the whisky punch, relapsed into lis 
dozing fit. 

It was some days after my adventure with the wolf,” continnied 
^Mansfield, and whilst I was still flushed with victory, that I deterromed 
upon attempting the still more difiScult task of riding down an antelope. 

I sallied forth to the black plain, little Challenger arching his ne ok 
proudly, and bounding under me in the exuberance of his spirit. It \ras 
in a very diflerent mood that he returned, poor fellow. — I soon found a 
fine solitary black buck :; and laid in to h i m while he was concealed ky a 
ground — thus gaining a long way, before he heard the clatter of 
hoofs, and went liis best. The ground was beautiful, and we flew aross tie 
plain at racing speed. But, for the first mile, this was not fast enough to 
press the buck, bounding along before me, like some winged creature, whilst 
the horse, straining every nerve, could hardly keep him in sight. Occ^a- 
sbnally some labourer, in a cotton field, made the antelope swerve fro.m 
his line, and then, by cutting oflf an angle, I was enabled to gain a little; 
—yet a few dashing bounds, as I approached, sent him further off than 
ever. These exertions, however, began to teU at last:— he ran shorter, amd 
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appeared undecided as to Ms line of country — advantages for the pursuer 
wMch I seized on at every turn — and, by pressing Mm to do his utmost 
.^ver stony ground, I found that Ms strength was getting gradually reduced. 
Challenger was still going collected, and I nursed his remaining powers 
with anxious care, giving him a sob, with a hard pull at Ms head, whenever 
we crossed a field of black soil. 

We had now gone, as the crow flies, seven miles, and the buck was 
getting weaker every moment. We came in sight of a distant herd, feeding 
on the top of a small hill. TMs appeared to give him fresh courage, and 
he exerted himself to reach them with renewed speed. It was the flickering 
of the flame ere it expires — I knew the symptoms well — Ms tail began to 
shake — lie carried Ms head low — and instead of bounding forward, and 
covering Ms stretch, he appeared to fall shorter at everj^ stroke. The hill 
was gained — now, my good little horse, press him and he dies ! — it was as 
I expected. The steep ascent choked the panting antelope, and he dropped, 
completely exhausted, ten paces in front, at the very moment that poor 
little Challenger came to a dead halt, reeling under me wdth fatigue. Ha\ing 
dismounted, and j)ut the antelope out of pain ^yi^h my hunting-knife. 
Challenger became the object of my care, and I must confess his appearance 
rather frightened me — flanks heaving — forelegs tottering — tail quivering 
— and every symptom of extreme distress. I turned Ms head to the wind, 
and loosened Ms girths. He lay dowm by the fallen buck — and then I 
cursed my cruelty, in pressing the noble sphit of my game little Arab, till 
he sank at my feet. But I cannot pull up when once in chase. The hope 
of running into my game, at every stride, and the fear of losing, what a 
few hundred yards further might gain, always prevents my gmng in, wliile 
a chance remains. I feel an indescribable longing to come up with any 
animal — even a hai*e — if once I have laid in to Mm, and reflection and 
remorse come only when it is too late. TMs time, however, I had not to 
reproach myself with riding poor Challenger to death. He gradually re- 
covered; — in half an hour he was able to Tvalk home, where you may be 
sure he was well taken care of — and in a few days was as fresh as ever. 
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The distance ridden was nine miles, in a direct line, without including turns. 
And, if it be the pace that kills, this was far enough and fast enough to burst 
anj thing that ever was foaled. I need not say how much the gallant little 
horse has risen in my estimation since that day’s work — I would not part 
with him for liis ^weight in gold ! 

And now, Master Charles, having compKed with your request, and 
performed the part of my own — or rather my horse’s — trumpeter, me- 
thinks we had better turn in ; for I perceive our friend M^Phee is waxino* 
drowsy, and I intend to sound the reveillie by times to-morrow — what say 
you. Doctor ? ” 

“ Hoot fie, no ! ” replied the Doctor, who was fast verging towards a 
state of inebriation. It’s but early in the night yet. Wha cares for 
hours? — hours were made for slaves! — Hurra! ISTa, na! sit ye down, lads 
— sit ye down, and I’ll sing you a sang — a sang wi’ a grand chorus til’t; 
and mind, ye maun a’ join in when I tell you. Whisht, noo !” and the 
Doctor, forthwith, cleared his pipes, and struck up, in a voice that rivalled 
the howling of the wind without — 

“ * 0 Willie brew’d a peck o’ maut, 

And Rab and Allan cam to pree ; 

Three blither hearts, that lee-lang night, 

Ye wadna’ find in Christendee.’ 

Chorus, now, lads ! 

“ ‘ For, we are na’ fou, we’re no’ that fou ; 

But just a drappie in our e’e ; 

The cock may craw, the day may daw, 

But we will taste the barley bree.’ 

Hoot ! Maister Charles, sing up, man — dinna be blate ! 

“ ‘ Here are we met, three merry boys — 

Three merry boys, I trow are we ; 

And many a night — ’ 
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Here the Doctor’s melody was interrupted by a gust of wind^ more 
furious than the rest, which tore up several of the tent-pegs, and made the 
loosened canvass flap violently. — Mansfield and Charles jumped from their 
seats. 

Hoot, fie ! never mind the wind, lads ; there’s nae danger,” — exclaimed 
the Doctor, who had now become exceedingly pot-valiant, and had no idea 
of being interrupted in his song by any such trifle: — Heels, ye’ lazy 
deevil; gang and drive in thae tent-pegs, will you? — Where was I again 
— eh? — I dinna mind. Wecl, never heed, we’ll just begin at the begin- 
ning, that’s the surest way no’ to lose any o’t. 

“ ‘ O Willie brew’d ” 

But, before the first line was finished, crash came the tent-pole right 
across the table, demolishing candles, bottles, and glasses ; and our unfor- 
tunate revellers found themsch'cs grovelling on the earth, in utter darkness, 
and more than half smothered in the wet folds of the tent I whilst the 
loosened ropes, with the tent-pegs still attached to them, flapped, and 
whistled, and banged about their ears, threatening to fracture their skulls, 
if they were fortunate enough to escape suffocation. 

The Lord preseiwe us frae a’ bogles and warricowes, and other mis- 
chancy things !” — roai'ed the Doctor, who, half stupified by what he had 
drunk, and completely deprived of his little remaining sense by the sudden- 
ness of the catastrophe, could not, by any means, account for his present 
very uncomfortable situation. — The Lord piTserve us — what’s a’ this ? — 
What’s this ? what’s this ? It’s sm*ely a judgment come upon me for 
drinkin’ illicit whisky and singin’ profane sangs. O dear I O dear ! O 
meeserable sinner that I am, 111 surely get my paiks noo, for I verily believe 
that Auld Clootie himsel’, and a’ his imps, are playing their cantraips upon 
me. Will nae charitable Christian lend a hand to get out o’ this damnable 
brulziement? — the Lord forgie me for sweerin’. — O, Maister Charles ! O, 
Heels, ye hlack-a-vic’d Pagan ! Oh ! oh ! oh ! ” — and the unfortunate Doctor 
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I roared aloud, in agony of spirit, as he scrambled about, amongst the broken 
fragments of bottles and glasses, and entangled himself more and more 
amongst the complicated folds of wet canvass in which he was enveloped. 

I Slansfield and Charles, who had their wits about them, had already 
; scrambled clear of the wreck, but were so convulsed with laughter, that, 

I for some minutes, they were incapable of rendering any aid to the miserable 

I Doctor, who continued to struggle, and howl, and pant for breath, like a 

! dog tied up in a wet sack. 

j At length, however, he was extricated from the ruins of the tent, and 
I stood, shivering and stupified, in the pelting rain. 

i " Preserve me ! but this is an awfu’ nicht,” — muttered he to himself, 

! when he had partially recovered his senses ; — there’s something no cannie 
in’t, I’m tliinkin’. — I’ll awa to my bed — and the bottle o’ Grlenlivat no 

I finished — and me in the middle o’ my very best sang — and — and — and 

I ou ay, I see how it is — I see fine how it is — it’s just a judgment on me for 

I drinkin’ illicit whisky and singin’ profane sangs — poor sinfu’ creature that 

i I am ! But, thanks be to Goodness, I’m no fou — Na, na ! I’m no fou I 

I ken the road to my tent fine.” And so the Doctor continued to soliloquize, 

I as he reeled about in his vain endeavours to steer a direct course to his own 

i tent. 

« By mine honour, friend M'Phee, thou art thankful for small mercies,” 

: cried ilansfield, laughing immoderately at the worthy Doctor’s expression 

of thankfulness for not being f on, 

‘^''But there’s surely something gaen wrang wi’ my legs the nicht — I 
! maun hae hurted them some way in yon stramash. Here, Heels, my man, 
j us a hand o’ your airm, for I’m sair hurted, and no fit to gang my lane. 

Hand up, ye stammerin’ deevil,” cried he, clutching the grinning varlet by 
the shoulder. Can ye no walk steady, you mislear’d Pagan ? Haud up, 
I say. Ye’ve been drinkin’. Sir — ye’ve been drinkin’ — ye need na try 
to deceive me I ken it fine by the way ye gang — ye’ve been drinkin’, 
jc dotted beast. I’ll report you to your maister in the morning, and 
gar lum gie you a good thrashing, I — I — I wonder. Sir, ye’re no 
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ashamed to make sic a spectacle o’ Toursei’ and me in the face o’ the hale 
camp. It’s dis — dis — dis — reputable^ Heels — it’s higlily disreputable. 
If there’s a vice on earth. Heels, that I dislilce mail* than anither, it’s drunk 
— drunk — drimkeniiess I” And here the Doctor’s voice became inaudible, 
as he pursued liis tortuous course towards his sleeping tent. 

We Jire, reluctantly, obliged to confess that our worthy and much re- 
spected friend, M^Phee, was dinink — not exactly di*unk according to the 
definition given by an Irish friend of ours, who said that he always con- 
sidered a man sober till he saw him trying to light Ms pipe at the pump — 
the Doctor was not quite so far gone as tliis — but that he was considerably 
disguised m liquor \\e have not the conscience to deny. 

Header, hast thou ever, in the course of thy travels, witnessed the 
breaking-up of a tropical thunder-storm at the approach of day — when the 
eastern sky is streaked with purple and gold, and the heavens, in that 
quarter, are cloudless to the zenith, and studded with fading stars, winking 
as if exhausted by their long night’s vigil — And the cool, balmy, morning 
air, kisses thy bronzed cheek like a smiling infant just awakened from sleep 
— And the tempest-torn trees, loaded with sparkling rain-drops, lUve 
frightened women smiling through their tears, sigh forth their gratitude to 
the rising sun, at tvhose glorious presence the gloomy spirit of the storm 
unwillingly retires — his sable host, as they roll away, slow and majestic, 
into the far west, growling forth their indignation in muttered thunder — 
And the refreshed earth sends up a grateful incense to Heaven — And the 
timid birds who have all night long cowered, trembling, amidst the gloomy 
recesses of the forest, come forth singing their moming-hymn of thanks- 
giving — and the jungle-cock, like a blustering bully, struts amongst his 
admiring females, crowing defiance — and, on the naked branches of some 
blasted tree, a family of vultures, like a hoard of gipsies drying their rags, 
sit, with drooping wings, preparing to bask themselves in the gi*ateful sun- 
shine — their high shouldei's, downcast look, and ruffled plumage giving 
them, at once, an air of poverty, cunning, and abject humility ^ — and, from 
out the bosky thickets of feathery bamboo, comes, stealing on the ear, the 
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gentle cooing of tlie turtle-dove, as lie pours forth his very soul in amorous 
vows of love and constancy — And the air is filled with joyous insects, and 
gaiuly-coioured butterflies, which have been called into life by the electric 
fluid — find even the creeping things apj^ear to claim their share of enjoy- 
ment — and nature smiles as she looks upon the happiness of her children? 

It was on such a glorious morning as this, after a icet night, in every 
sense of the word, that tlie cheerful notes of Mansfield’s bugle roused the 
piH>r Doctor frtun feverisli sleep and troubled dreams, to the humiliating 
con.'^ciou^ness of having made a beast of himself. What a sad contrast does 
Ids flushed cdieek, and ])arched lips, and fevered blood, present to the cool, 
fresli, smiling face of nature ! 

Oh man I pr< aid man ! thou who wert formed in God’s own image, how 
hast tliou degraded thyself by the sensual gratification of thy appetites ! 

But, of this day’s adventures, anon. 
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CHAPTER X. 

AN EVENTFUL BAY IN THE JUNGLE. 

wasna’ the real Glenlivat^ after aV’ 
I exclaimed the Doctor, us he sallied from his 

tent with the feeble undecided step and ner- 
' , ' vous tremor of a man who has just been roused 

from a drunken slumber. I believe it wasna’ 

. ' ‘ the real Glcnlivat, after a’, for I hue a deevil 

. ^ o’ a sare head after it this morning. Good 

'^J morrow to ye, lads,” continued he, addre.^sing 

w/ iVIansfield and Charles, who, with their rifles 

ready loaded, were lounging in front of the tents 
and sipping their coffee. This is a grand fresh morning after the 
rain.” 

Ah ! good moiTOw to you. Doctor,” exclaimed Mansfield, smiling. 

Glad to see you so alert. Talking of freshness, it strilces me you were 
tolerably /m'A last night. How do you feel tliis morning? coppers rather 
hot — eh ?” 

Hoot fie !” replied the Doctor, looking half Jishamed and half pawky — 
for we must do the poor Doctor the justice to say that he was not by any 
means a hardened siimer, nor habitually addicted to the use of strong 
waters, although, when the temptation offered of a bottle of Glenlivat, and 
a neighbour's cow sitting on the other side of the Avater, to cry, Here's to 
you, Meg," he sometimes indulged a little more freely than was good 
for him. Hoot fie, Captain, keep your thumb upon that — keep your 
thumb upon that. Od's my life, if auld Lorimer gats a hand o’ that story. 
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to say nothing o’ Miss Kate, 111 never hear the last o’t* I maun confess 
Fm no just iiiyser this morning. But Tm thinkin’ the whisky wasna’ as 
good as it ought to hae been, for we diclna’ take such dooms big drink, 
after a" ; the bottle wasinf finished, if 1 mind right.” 

Is nut this a glorious change from the storm of last night?” remarked 
Charles, giuxl-naturedly trying to tmm the conversation, for he saw that 
ilanslitdd was bent uijon bullying the poor Doctor, who, although he tried 
to put tlie best lace he could upon the matter, was evidently ashamed of 
hiiii.-'elf. Who that hjoks now upon the smiling face of nature would 
believe her capable of giving way to such ungovernable bursts of fmy as 
the one she favoured us with last night?” 

Like a spoilt beauty,'’ remarked Mansfield, ^^who goes to bed in a 
tiovering rage beetuise she fancies her charms have been slighted, cries 
her-elf to >leep, ainl awakes next morning, all smiles, to laugh at her own 
fully, and to be more admired than ever.” 

; ‘M )r like a hairn on a Sabath morning,” suggested the Doctor, who, 
alter has ing his tace weel scriibbit wf brown sape and a rough tawel, and 
' alarming the hale house wf his eldritch skirling, begins to nicher and laugh 

^ at the .^ighi o‘ his new corduroy brocks wi’ plenty o’ brass buttons on them 

! — ilicy'r may be his first — and fairly burst out into a hearty guffaw, 

when he keeks at his aiii shining red face and weel sleekit hair in a cogfu’ 

o' eicati water. You see, Diune Nature has been taking a sly keek at 

^ lieivi'f this morning in tlie water do\vn-by, and in spite o’ hersel’ she 

eanna' but smile, through her tears, at the sight o’ her ain bonny weel- 
washetl face." 

I “ Brav.t, Doetiir ! (luitc i)oetical, I deckre ; the Glenlivat has inspired 
j you. l>ut we uui.‘t not stand talking here, the sun is already np: we 

: should luive lH;en off long ago, only we thought you intended to accompany 

! us to-day, as it is the last we shall be able to spend in the forest.” 
j “ And so I do intend to gang wi' you. What the deevil else do you 

I think would trail mo out o’ my warm bed at this unchristian-like hour o’ 

, till- muruing? But, tluit’s true, I hae forgotten my weapon. Here, Heels, 
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my man^ just run into the tent, and bring out my fusee, aulJ ^ Mons Meg,’ 
and the bag o’ swanshot yell find lying aside her.'’ 

Why, my dear Doctor,” exclaimed Mansfield, regarding, with a smile, 
the worthy Doctor’s very unsportsmanlilve dress, consisting of his eternal 
broad-brimmed hat, and an old red jacket, which, on the strength of a damp 
morning, he had substituted for his usual one of dirty white jean, Ti"hy, 
you don’t mean to say you intend to take the field in such a di-ess as that ? 
You look, to use one of your own expressions, ^ exactly like a potato bogle;’ 
you are enough to scare all the game within a mile of you, and, if we fall 
in with a herd of bison, the Lord have mercy on your miserable carcass ! 
for with that bit of scarlet to guide them they’ll hunt you to the world’s 
end- And there you are again, with that infernal fusee, and your Inindful 
of grit-shot. O Doctor ! Doctor ! will you never learn to handle a rifle like 
a man? I wish we had the old governor here to keep you in order.” 

« By my troth, he keepit me in order enough when I was on the hills, 
and a bonny-like job he gar t me make o’t, wi’ his lang-winded lectures 
about projectiles, and parabolic cm*ves, and sights, and elevations, and 
friction, and attraction, and dee^il kens how many inair jaAv-breaking 
terms. Jfa, na, nane o’ your confounded lectures on natural philosophy, 
nane o’ your new-fangled pernickety weapons for me. A good wide-bored 
fusee, like ^ Mons Meg,’ for my money — ane that lets a crack like a six- 
pounder, and spreads the lead the breadth o’ a barn-door; — that is the 
weapon for real execution, and sae ye'll see afore the day’s done,” continued 
the Doctor, as he rammed down a huge fid of brown paper by Avay of 
wadding, returned the ramrod, and carefully hammered the well-worn flint 
with a key which he took from his pocket. 111 warrant the auld jade no’ 
to miss fire this time, and, my certie, it’s no’ for want of poiither and lead, 
if she doesiia’ do execution.” 

Faith, you may say that,’' replied iSIansfield, much amused at the 
Doctor’s warlike demonstrations. If your shot fails it will not be for 
Avant of ammunition, you may take your oath. You have given the old 
jade, as you call her, a sufficient dose of that, and I have no hesitation in 
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predicting that she will do execution, but whether on the carcass of the 
deer, or the head of her confiding master, appears to me exceedingly 
problematical. I suspect you will find her somewhat like your friend 
‘ Smiler,’ when overcharged with Bengal gram^ as she is with powder, 
rather prone to kick up her heels, and apt to give her master a bloody 
nose.” 

Weel, weel, never ye fash your thumb about that, Captain ; but show me 
the deer, and. I’ll be cation, ye dinna want for a haunch of venison the 
morn to your dinner. ^Vliere s that deevil’s bucky the Jemmadar ? Stir 
your stumps, ye auld Pagan, the sim has been up this half hour,” So 
saying, the Doctor shouldered Mons Meg’ with a confident air, and strode 
off, whistling Johny Cope” right lustily. 

Our friends had proceeded some distance into the jungle, the Jemmadar 
leading, as usual, and our three sportsmen following his steps in single file, 
when Charles, who was the last of the party, happened to spy the head and 
antlers of a noble spotted buck, about a hundred yards from their path, 
cautiously peering over a thick patch of high grass which they had just 
passed. 

The fact of liis having made this discovery, after the lynx-eyed Kamah 
had passed it unobserved, was of itself a great triumph to the ambitious 
young sportsman, and his heart palpitated with anxiety as he halted and 
silently raised his rifle, for he felt that his character was at stake. Besting 
the barrel against the stem of a tree, the fine-drawn sight was brought to 
bear upon the glittering eye of his victim — for one instant the ponderous 
rifle remained as steady as if fixed in a vice — light as the delicate touch of 
a lady was the gradual pressure of the fore-finger on the finely-balanced 
trigger. Bravely done, my young Forest Banger, there must be death in 
that shot. The sharp crack of the rifle makes the woods ring, the ragged 
bullet speeds hissing through the air, and the antlered head disappears 
amongst the long grass as if by magic — Hurra ! 

Charles had already pulled oflP his cap, and opened his lips to give the 
death halloo with due emphasis, when a whole herd of deer burst from the 
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thicket of long grass, headed, apparently, by the very buck at which he had 
fired, and dashed across the path with the speed of lightning. 

Deuce take the rifle!” exclaimed Charles, pettishly, dashing liis cap to 
the ground, and, in the excitement of the moment, quite forgetting that his 
rifle had a second barrel winch might still do execution. 

Mansfield, although taken by surprise, turned on his heel with the 
coolness of an old sportsman, and pitched forward his heavy rifle, the piece 
exploding at the very instant it dropped steadily into the hollow of his hand 
— so tnil}^ did hand and eye act in concert — and the leading buck, bounding 
comuxlsively from the ground, fell heavily forward : without renioring the 
rifle from his shoulder, the deadly weapon was brought to bear upon another 
of the herd, and the second ban*el was discharged as rapidly as the first. 
The soft thud of the bullet announced that it had taken efiect, and a fat 
doe stumbled to her knees, but iimnediately recovering herself, disappeared 
amongst the jungle with her companions. 

We shall have blood upon that trail,” said Mansfield, quietly, as he 
dropped the hutt-end of his rifle to the ground, and proceeded to reload it 
with great composm’e. But what on earth is the matter with you?” 
continued he, turning round and discovering the Doctor squatting on the 
ground, and holding a pocket handkerchief to his nose, wliicli was bleeding 
profusely. I thought old Meg made mox'e noise than usutil. I hope she 
has not burst?” 

Na, na I ” x^eplied the Doctor ; " there’s nae fear o’ her burstin’ ; but, O 
man, she’s just a perfect deevil to kick, Od’s my life, she dang me heels 
over head like a kale-runt ; ane might as weel hae gotten a kick frae a 
coach-horse. But how mony o’ the deer is down ? I’ll wari'ant she made 
a grand stramash amang them, for she spx'eads the lead fine, by ordinal*.” 

Why, I believe there is hut one down, this I’ound,” i*eplied Mansfield ; 
and I think you will find he bears my mark. But, as I predicted, ^ Mens 
Meg ’ has done some execution. Your nose, Doctor, wiU vouch for her 
powei's, in one way, and here is an unfortunate young tree wliich she has 
doomed to a premature death, by blowing away more than half the trank. 
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By ray faith, you may well say that such a charge o’ grit-shot would have 
made a fine stramashy if it had gone in the right direction. But never 
mind. Doctor, better luck next time ; so get up, and give old Meg another 
chance.^’ 

Od, man, I maun confess that yon was an awfu’ gleed shot,” said the 
Doctor, scratching his head, and regarding the shattered sapling with a 
comical grin, as he still sat, wiping the blood from his nose. I begin to 
think, Captain, I’m no just tliat good wi’ the gun either. It maun be my 
ain faut, for I ken Meg aye kills, if she’s handen straight. The fiict o’ the 
matter is, there was a prettg man spoilt, when they made a Doctor o’ me, 
as the auld Hceland Carle said to his son.” 

^\Tiat is the story of the Highlander and his son ? ” asked Charles, who 
was always delighted to catch the Doctor in a story-telling-humour. 

111 tell you that, ISIaister Charles,” replied the Doctor, as he proceeded 
to charge Mons ]Meg with a more moderate allowance of powder. There 
was, ance, a grim auld Carle, lived in the Isle of Mull, and he had three sons. 
The two eldest were awfu’ big, strong-made cheels, in fact, perfect giants, 
and deevils for fechtin. But the youngest, who was of ordinary stature, 
and, consequently, looked down apon as a dwarf in his own family, was a 
quiet, peaceable lad, and mair given to his books, than the use of the dirk 
or the claymore. And so, the auld Carle, who despised every thing in the 
shape o’ book-learning, and considered fighting and cattle-lifting to be the 
chief end o’ man, determined to bring him up for the Church, because, as 
he said, he wasna’ fit for ony thing better. Wecl, ae day, when the young 
lad was sitting at his books, and the two auld anes were up amang the hills, 
looking for a deer, a neighbour’s buU, an unco cross-tempered beast, 
happened to stray into the good-man’s bit of arable land, and, when he 
noticed him, he was just dancing mad, for he was gae short in the temper, 
at any rate, and he roars out to his son, who was ben the house, reading 
Ins books, ^ Get up,’ says he, ^ ye saft sumph, throw by thae trash o’ books, 
and gang and turn that bull out o’ the corn, do you no’ see he’s makin a 
perfect hash o’t ! ’ So the lad he throws by his book, and grips his staff. 
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and mils out fou gleg to turn the bull. But tlie bull was a dour deevcb 
; and wadna" thole to be tluvarted ; and so, when lie seed the lad coming at 
I hiiiij wi' the staff in his hand, to drive him out o’ the corn, he set^ up a 
roarj and at him like mad. But the douce cauie lad^ wi’ a" his book- 
learning, had a stout heart o' his ain, when he was put upon his metal. 

1 And, instead o' fleein', as the auld Carle liis father expected, he stood up 
manfully, and watched the motions o’ the bull wi' an eye like a gled ; and 
! just as the beast was at the slickin’ o' him, he jinket to ae side, as souple 
i as a wild cat, and grippit him by the lioni, and gied him a twist that 
cowpet him on his back, as though he had been a year-auld stirk, and then 
he yokot to, wi’ the staff he had in liis hand, and, by my troth, he laid on, 
wi’ such a good will, that the bull was ialu to gather himser up, and run 
for it. And the auld Carle, who had been standing at the doin’, watching 
him, was just astonished and delighted to see so much of the man in his 
youngest son, whom he always considered a poor, soft, useless siimph — and 
he runs to meet him, wi’ the tear in his ec’, and throws his arms about his 
neck, and cries out, in Gaelic, Ochon , ochoii! it was me that s[»oiit the 
pretty man when I set you to turning the leaves, instead of htindiing the 
! claymore.’ ” 

Come, Doctor,” cried Mansfield, we have no time to listen to your 
old stories just now ; you must keep them for after dinner. And you, 
Master Charles, arc a pretty fellow for a sportsman, to stand gossiping 
J there, instead of breaking up your deer. Recollect, we are like to have a 
’ long, and a hot chase after the wounded doe, before we get her ; and get 
her we must, before we do any thing else ; for I consider it a most unsports- 
i manlike proceeding, to look for fresh game, as long as one has a bloody 
; trail to follow." 

I My deer I ” exclaimed Charles, in astonishment. lYhy, that was my 

buck that you killed, I ought to have killed him, I grant you, for I never 
i took a steadier aim in my life ; but the leading buck which you dropped, at 
! the first shot, is the one I fired at — I can swear to liis horns,” 
i Wliy, my dear boy,” exclaimed Mansfield, laugliing, do you suppose 
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tliere is but one buck in tbe forest with such a head ? I can swear you 
killed hiin^ although my back was turned at the time, and hit him in the 
head too. There is no mistaking the crashing sound of a bullet when it 
strikes upon bone, and so you will discover, when you have had a 
little more experience. Just go and look at the spot where you fired at 
him, and if you do not find the buck, with an ounce of lead in his skull, 
then do I renounce all claim to knowledge in woodcraft.” 

Charles, without answering a -word, dashed into the long grass, with the 
eagerness of a young hound, and his shout of triumph, as he stumbled over 
the carcass of the buck, announced that he had not been disappointed. 

Od, man, but that’s the best beast I ’ve seen this mony a day !” exclaimed 
the Doctor, feeling the well-covered ribs of the deer, with the scientific 
touch of a Highland drover, and admiring the depth of fat on the brisket, 
as the Jemmadar proceeded in the operation of cutting up the animal, 
“ he ’s as fat as a four-year-old wether.” 

J ust like you, Doctor,” cried Mansfield, always thinking of that 
ungodly maw of yours, which, Heaven knows, would be ill enough supplied, 
if Mens Meg were the only caterer to its wants. Look at the head, man, 
instead of feasting your eyes on the fat morsels. There is a shot worthy of 
the best Shikaree in the country; a ball right through liis eye at full 
a hundred yards. If I could only get you to handle a rifle, and make such 
a shot as that, I should have some hopes of you.” 

Troth, then, it’s no’ an ill shot,” replied the Doctor; ^^the laddy has 
a quick eye, and a steady hand, and if you dinna look sharp. Captain, he’ll 
be tit to brag you at your ain weapon, afore you’r a month older. But as 
to Mons Meg, she’s a good auld tmsty servant, and I’m no’ goin’ to part 
wi’ her, for a’ that’s come and gane yet, so ye may just let that flea stick 
to the wa’.” 

Well, well, Doctor, so he it — I see you are utterly incorrigible; and 
now to find the wounded doe. Charles, my boy, do you take the lead, 
and let \is see how you can follow up a trail. Here is the spot where 
she made the first stumble, and you may see by the manner in which the 
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blood lias spouted^ that there is some large vein cut. The poor beast can- 
not have run far in that state — Forward!'^ 

Charles, proud of being intrusted with the important office of tracker, 
started off at a round pace; the large drops of blood which marked the 
course of the poor animal rendering the task a sufficiently easy one ; whilst 
the Jemmadar^ who considered so conspicuous a trail as quite unworthy of 
his talents, followed in rear of the party, occasionally breaking a small twig, 
or tying a knot in the long grass, to serve as landmarks to guide him on 
his return, to fetch home the venison which had been left behind. 

In this manner the trail was followed for upwards of a mile, through 
tangled masses of bamboo, and tigrish-looking patches of long grass, which 
reached far above their heads, and where the skulls and half-picked bones 
of deer showed that the tyrant of the forest had occasionally selected them 
for his lair. But Chaides was too much excited by the chase to think of 
danger, and persevered in a direct course, regardless of the poor Doctor, 
who remonstrated loudly against tempting Providence by venturing into 
such mischancy-looking places ; and more than once started, and clianged 
colour, as the rustling of a lizard amongst the long grass, or the melancholy 
howl of a grey monkey, frightened him out of his propriety,” 

Oh, Captain [Mansfield!” exclaimed he at last — wish you would 
speak to that daft iaddy, and no’ let him trail us oiiy further through such 
awfu’ like places — it ’s just a perfect tempting o’ Providence. I tell you, 
sir, we 11 be made tiger's meat o’ before we get out — I see their tracks 
here, back and ferret, as thick as rabbits in a warren, Od, sir, it’s surely 
an unchristlanlike act to gar a decent body risk his precious life in such 
uncannie bits as this, for the sake o’ a w'ounded deer,” 

"'^Forward! forward!” shouted Mansfield, turning a deaf ear to the 
Doctor’s lamentations, for he had remarked that the drops of blood, which 
had latterly been few and far between, now became larger, and had 
assumed a frothy appearance, — a sure sign that the \vonnded animal is 
nearly exhausted. ^‘Forward, Charles, my boy! we are close upon her 
now.” But his shout was answered by a surly growl, not ten yards in 
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I front of them, and the whole party stopped dead, as if electrified by that 
j fearful sound. 

' “ A tiger, by heavens ! ” muttered Mansfield, setting his teeth hard and 

cocking both barrels of his rifle. 

Ho, Stthih, bd^h hie ! ’’ remarked the Jemmadar, looking as unconcerned 
i as if it had only been a dog. 

I I told you how it would be,” roared the Doctor, turning short round 

! and preparing for a hasty retreat. 

1 Hold, madman !” cried Mansfield in a voice of thunder, seizing him by 

i the collar, and dragging him back to his side — do you wish to bring the 
; tiger upon us ? If we turn our backs to him, we are dead men. Our only 
I chance is to keep our eyes steadily fixed on the spot where he lies, and be 

I ready to pour in a volley if he attempts to charge. But if we put a bold 

i face on it, the chances are he will slip oflT quietly. Look at Charles, how 
i manfully he stands his ground. I wonder you are not ashamed to show 

; le^s nerve than a boy of liis age. Here, stand by my side, and be ready 

' with -Mons ileg, she is like to do us yeoman’s service amongst this long 
I gmss. Hang it, man, don't look so blue upon it ; I have been in many a 
i harder pinch than this, and got clear after all.” 

But although ^Mansfield talked thus encomagingly to rouse the Doctor’s 
drui>ping courage, his flashing eye, distended nostril, and compressed lips, 
showed that he considered it no child's play, but an affair of life and death 
— one of those desperate scrapes which the hardy forester must sometimes 
* expect to fall into, but which it requhes all his skill and steadiness of nerve 
! to get well out of. 

ICamah/' said he, in a low, deep-toned voice, still keeping his eye 
steadily fixed on the spot where he supposed the tiger to he, and grasping 
j his rifle more firmly — luimah„ keep a good look-out, and try if you can 
I mark him amongst the grass.— Steady, my lads !” whispered he, setting his 

i teeth and holding his breath, as another deep growl was heard, accompanied 

by that impatient switching of the tail which too certainly denotes an in- 
; din at ion to cliarge. He is determined to fight, I see, and there is nothing 
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for it but a well-directed volley. — But, as you value your lives, stir not, 
and reserve your fire till you can see him.” 

The Doctor’s teeth chattered, and a cold perspiration broke out upon his 
forehead at tliis unwelcome announcement; Charles, too, looked a little 
paler than usual, but his hand was steady, liis eye quailed not, and the firm, 
though compressed expression of his mouth, showed that he was prepared 
to act like a man, when called upon to do so. 

Deklio Sahib I ” whispered the Jemmadar, his fierce eye flashing fire, as 
he gently touched Mansfield on the shoulder, and pointed eagerly towards 
the spot from whence the sound proceeded. 

Mansfield strained his eyes in vain, to discover the object which had 
attracted the attention of the savage. 

A low rustling sound was heard amongst the long grass, as if the tiger 
were creeping cautiously forward, so as to bring himself within springing 
distance of his victims. It was a moment of fearful suspense ; but Mans- 
field never altered a muscle of his countenance — his coinage appeared to 
rise, as the danger became more imminent. 

The rustling sound ceased, and the ominous switching of the tail was 
again heard. 

Now for it, lads ! death or victoiy !” said Mansfield, in a low firm tone 
of voice, his proud lip curling haughtily as he drew himself up to his full 
height, and half raised the rifle to his shoulder. — Be steady, and don’t 
throw your shots away ; there is life or death in every ounce of lead. — Ha!” 
— at this critical moment, he caught a hasty ghmpse of the tiger’s malig- 
nant green eye as he lowered his head for the fatal spring. Like a flash 
of lightning, the trusty rifle poured forth its deadly contents. A roar — a 
bound — and the stricken monster rolled gasping at their feet, with a two- 
ounce ball buried in his skull. 

Wallah ! toallah /” shouted the Jemmadar^ with uplifted hands, for once 
startled out of his stoical self-possession by the suddenness of the catas- 
trophe. 

Charles and the Doctor stood as if petrified, gazing on the fallen tiger, 
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and still grasping their weapons firmly, as if they expected him again to 
rise. 

Od’s my life, he’s no’ dead yet !” roared the Doctox*, bounding back 
some paces, as the dying tiger gasped painfully for breath. 

I Well, Doctor, what is iMons Meg about?” replied Mansfield, smiling; 

i why don’t you give him a dose of the grit-shot 

The Doctor raised his piece -with a trembling hand, and pulled the 
; trigger: — the thundering i*eport of Mons Meg made the woods ring — the 
; tiger gathered up his limbs with a convulsive start, and then stretched them 
! out, quivering in the last agonies, whilst the frothy blood bubbled from his 
I mouth and nostrils. 

j The Doctoi', as if scared at his own temerity, thre'w down his gun, and, 
j jumping behind Mansfield, peeped cautiously over his shoulder, 
j Od, I believe the grit-shot has settled him at last,” cried he, rising on 

I tiptoe, and clutching Mansfield’s shoulder in an agony of nervous excite- 
' ment — “ he’s just about gone ! — Od, there’s another awfu’ gape though — 
Mercy on us! what gruesome teeth — there’s another ! Ha I — ha ! that’s the 
! last — hurra! hurra! — he’s dead!” and the Doctor began dancing, and 

snapping his fingers, and laughing with a sort of hysterical giggle, as if the 
sudden revulsion of feeling from mortal terror to excessive joy had been 
too much for liiixi, and had actually turned his brain. 

Charles, who had stood all the time pei'fectly motionless, with his fore- 
finger resting on the trigger of his I’ifle, allowed the weapon to drop 
mechanically into the hollow of his arm, and grasping Mansfield’s hand, 

^ wrung it hard, as he mentally I'eturned thanks to the Almighty for their 
I providential escape. His nerves had been strung to the highest pitch of 
J excitement, and his heart was too full to speak. 

! You have behaved gallantly, my boy!” said Mansfield, heartily 

returning the pressure of his hand : the steadiness and presence of mind 
you have shown on this occasion would have done credit to the oldest 
sportsman in India, and with a few months’ more training, I would not wish 
for a stauncher hand to back me in a case of emergency. — Come, Doctor,” 
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continued he, turning towards our medical friend^ who still continued his 
gambols — don’t he ridiculous, but thank God for being in a whole skin, 
and load your weapon. This is no place to stand twirling our thumbs with 
empty barrels,” 

Whilst the sportmen re-loaded their rifles, Kamah went ferreting about 
amongst the long grass from whence the tiger had sprung, and now re- 
turned, dragging after him the carcass of the wounded doe, her head 
being crushed, and exhibiting evident marks of a tiger’s paw. 

Ah ! this accounts for his facing us as he did,” said Mansfield, stooping 
down to examine the head of the deer, for in general a jungle tiger, who 
is not in the habit of seeing men, is glad to steal away unobserved. The 
^rute must have just struck down the wounded deex*, and was too hungry 
to abandon liis prey without making a fight for it. However, that is all 
well oyer now, so let us be thankful, and get out of this infernal long grass 
with as little delay as possible ; there may be more of the family here yet 
for all wc know.” 

“ Od preserve us. Captain ! dinna be speakin’ that -way — it’s enough to 
fright a body out o’ his wits. Haste ye, lads, haste ye, we’ll awa hame as 
fast as we can, and if you ever catch me plouthering through long grass 
again, you may cut my lugs aff.” So saying, the Doctor shouldered his 
fusee, and began to force his way through the tangled gi’ass with desperate 
energy. 

Having gained the open ground, a council of war was held, and, as the 
sun was already high, it was agreed, much to the Doctor’s relief, that the 
party should return to breakfast, and send out their Coolies for the game. 

The Lord be thanked for all His mercies !” exclaimed the Doctor, 
fervently, when this plan was decided upon. 

But, alas ! short-sighted mortal, thou art not yet at home. Little dost 
thou know of the many dangers which beset the path of the Forest Ranger, 
Come, Doctor, cheer up, man,” cried Mansfield, after they had pro- 
ceeded some distance in silence ; you look as melancholy as a gib-cat, or a 
man who is kept by an undertaker to let out at funerals. "What with the 
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Glenlivat last night, and the tiger this morning, your brains appear to be 
addled” 

Hoot, Captain, dinna’ say nae more about the Glenlivat, I have had 
nae luck .since that confounded black bottle was put upon the table, and my 
head is just throughother with it to-day. Faith, you may say that a man wad 
need a cool head, and a steady hand, afore he yokes to this jungle work ; 
it’s just a perfect tempting o’ Providence ; and, if once I get safe back to 
the tents, by my troth, you may whistle on your thumb long enough afore 
you catch me at it again. But, Heaven save us ! — what’s that ? ” shouted 
the Doctor, springing behind Mansfield, and seizing him by the arms, as a 
tremendous crash was heard amongst the bamboos, accompanied by a shriU 
scream, lilte the sound of a cracked trumpet. 

Huttee ! Huttee /” shouted the Jemmadar^ darting behind the shelter 
of a tree, and beckoning the others to follow his example. 

Down ! down, for your lives ! ” exclaimed Mansfield, in an audi- 
ble whisper, at the same time crouching behind a tree, and cocking his 
rifle. 

This must be the far-famed elephant, which has been committing such 
ravages of late on the edge of the Forest ; and, if we can manage to kill 
him, it will be a glorious victory.” 

The Doctor groaned aloud, in agony of spirit. 

Now, lads, mind what you are about, and if you only behave steadily, 
the day is our own. Keep perfectly still till he shows himself : — when I 
whistle he will lower his head to listen from whence the sound comes — 
take a steady aim at the hollow in liis forehead, just above the insertion of 
the trunk, and, when I whistle a second time, fire together. But take care 
that you only fire one barrel, reserve the other and dash oif, two to the 
right and two to the left, so that if he does not fall, he may find a clear 
space to make his first rush. They are stupid, short-sighted animals, and 
if you keep quiet, we shall probably have time to re-load before he discovers 
us; at all events we shall have our second barrels ready. Now, mind these 
directions ; and you. Doctor, do, like a good fellow, try to keep your wits 
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about you: evcrytliing tlcpeiicls upon our steadiness;, and the slightest I 
mistake may cost us our lives/’ 

The Lord have mercy on us I This is awfii’ work 1 ” groaned the 
poor Doctor, casting a ruetiil glance at his favourite Mens Meg. 

There was a moment of breathless silence. Another fearful crash was 
heard, and the gigantic bx’ute, bursting into the open space, brandished 
aloft his ponderous trunk, like a knight entering the lists to do battle 
against all corners, and screamed forth his shrill note of defiance. He was 
a stupendous animal, a perfect mountain of flesh, full twelve feet high, with ' 

enormous tusks, and his little, twinkling, red eye, glared with the fire of j 

madness. | 

Flourishing his trunk ahoiit, he snufted the tainted air, and his scream of 
rage, as he stamped upon the ground, announced that he was aware of the 
clo>e proximity of his enemies, although he had not yet decided in which 
direction to make his headlomt charG:c. ! 

Xow, lads, steady, and reserve your fire till the proper time.” I 

Maiisfiel<l gave a low whistle. j 

The elephant started, cocked his ears, and bent down his head in the j 

attitude of listening. He was just in the right position, and Mansfield was [ 

in the act of raising his rifle, when, crack went ^lons ]Meg, with a report 
like a six-pounder, and the Doctor, tlnowing down liis weapon, took to his 
heels, roaring lustily that the monster was after him. The poor Doctor’s 
nerves had got the better of him, and by an involuntary twitch of his 
forefingers, he had pulled the trigger when he least expected it. 

JIansfieid and Charles fired, and both balls took eflfect in the head of the 
elephant, making the blood flow copiously ; but being discharged almost at 
random, and not planted in the correct spot, they only acted as stimulants 
to his rage. Uttering a shrill scream, he dashed madly forward, his mouth 
wide open, his tail on end, and his trunk upraised, to crush all which 
opposed his headlong career. 

Mansfield and Charles darted to one side, and fled for shelter behind the 
stem of a large teak tree. But the poor Doctor, whose senses were com- 
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pletely bewildered, ran blindly forward, and his red jacket, being much too 
conspicuous an object to escape the notice of the enraged elephant, his fate 
appeared inevitable. 

In vain did the panting wretch twist, and turn, and dodge amongst the 
trees, like a hunted jackal. The destroyer was close at his heels, following 
every turn with the perseverance of mortal hate. His strength was failing 
fost, and the fearful chase appeared to be drawing to a close. The trunk 
of the elephant was already stretched forward to grasp him, when he made 
a sudden turn ; the elephant overshot his mark, and, for one moment, was 
at fault, apparently uncertain in which direction his victim had fled. The 
Doctor, seeing his advantage, began, with all diligence, to climb the tree 
behind which he had sheltered himself. He was already several feet from 
the ground, and his arm was outstretched to grasp a branch which would 
have raised him to a place of safety, when the elephant, catching a hasty 
glimpse of him, dashed forward with redoubled fury, twisted his trunk 
round his legs, hurled him to the ground, rushed upon him, as he lay, 
stunned and bleeding, and, kneeling down, drove at him, furiously, with 
his enormous tusks, burying them up to the very root. 

At this moment, Mansfield, who had followed the chase, dodging 
cautiously from tree to tree, in hopes that some lucky turn might give him 
a steady shot at the elephant’s head, came in sight of the bloody scene. 

The Lord have mercy on his soul, for he is beyond the aid of man ! ” 
exclaimed he, dropping the butt-end of his rifle to the ground, and leaning 
against a tree, sick and giddy at the ghastly sight. 

The elephant rose from his knees, picked up the body of the unfortunate 
Doctor in his trunk, tossed it to a short distance, and stood gazing on his 
victim, with flaming eyes, as if gathering fresh breath, before he rushed at 
him again, to finish the work of death, by trampling him with his feet. 

« By Heavens you shall not complete your bloody work!” muttered 
Mansfield, grinding his teeth, and raising his rifle, with a steadiness of hand 
which never forsook him, even in the most desperate situations. The 
deadly bullet sped true to the mark, entering the eye, and burying itself in 
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tlie brain of the elephant. The gigantic brute uttered one trlirill scream of 
mingled rage and pain, and, sinking slowly to the ground, rolled over like 
a falling tower. 

Charles, followed by the Jemmadar^ now came running to the scene of 
action, and, by way of making sure, discharged both barrels into the head 
of the elephant ; but he moved not, Mansfield’s shot had done the work 
effectually. 

And so there is an end of poor M^Phee,” said Mansfield, casting a 
melancholy look on the breathless body of the poor Doctor, as it lay at his 
feet, covered with blood and dust. I feel a sad remorse of conscience 
for having persuaded the poor fellow to join in a dangerous sport for which 
he was so ill adapted. But it is w'orse than useless to make vain lament- 
ations now. Kainahy do you cut a few stout bamboos ; we must prepare 
something in the sliape of a litter to carry home the body.” And ilausfield 
proceeded, instinctively, to re-load his rifie, wliilst his proud lip q[ui\'ered, 
and the unbidden tear started to his eye, for, with all his haughty exterior, 
he had the soft heart of a woman. Charles, completely overcome by the 
scene, threw himself at the root of a tree, and buried his face in his hands. 
And even the savage features of the Jemmadar were softened into some- 
tliing like pity, as he stood, with folded arms, gazing on the w ork of de- 
struction. 

By Heavens, he still breathes!” cried Mansfield, dashing his rifle to 
the ground, and flying to raise the head of the poor Doctor, as a faint groan 
reached his ear. This is indeed miraculous !” — and hastily tearing open 
the jacket, he discovered, to his infinite joy, that, although his face was 
deadly pale, and his clothes smeared with blood and dirt, the Doctor’s body 
was free from wounds. 

It appeared that the elephant, blinded, probabl\s by the blood which 
flowed from the w^ounds in his forehead, had missed his aim, and instead of 
transfixing his "vnetim, as he intended, had buried his tusks in the ground, 
on each side of his body, thus holding him down, as if within the prongs of 
an enormous pitchfork, and, of course, covering him with the blood which 
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flowed from lus own wounds. In short, the Doctor, in spite of his ghastly 
and hlood-staincd figure, had escaped with no other injury than being 
stunned and severely bruised by the first toss. A strong dose of brandy, 
which ilaiii'field poui'cd down his tlu'oat, soon revived him, and so far re- 
stored his spirits tliat he was enabled to examine the head of his fallen 
enemy, and thseovered, to his iinineasmable satisfaction, that some straggling 
drops of the ^rit~shot had actually taken effect. 

“ Faith, Meg, my woman," said he, apostrophizing the old fusee, which 
the Ji'timndiir had lacked up and restored to him, “ you have had a tight 
morning's work of it, and, by my troth, it will be long enough afore ye hae 
the I'lko again, at least in my company. Captain, a wee drap mair out o’ 
your buttle, if you please, for I feel a kind o’ fainting about my heart. 
But, stout or faint, it will ne’er forget the gude turn ye hae done me this 
day. Here is your health, and my blessing be upon you and your trusty 
weaiMui I ■’ 

So saying, the Doctor gulped down his brandy, while the big tears of 
gnititude dimmed his eye, and, finding himself wonderfully refreshed, 
limiied oft' toward the camp, supported by his two young companions. 
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CHAPTER XI. 

THE NIGHT MARCH. 

|ell, Doctor, how fares it with you?” asked 
Mansfield, pulling aside the can%’ass door, and 
thrusting his head into the Doctor’s tent, about 
three hours before daylight, on the morning 
after the mcmorahle elephant-hunt, ■vviiich had 
so nearly proved fatal to poor M'Phee. 

“ Wha’s yonV'’ muttered the Doctor, with 
a grunt like a sick bear; partially opening his 
eyes, and suddenly closing them again, to ex- 
clude the light of the lantern which Mansfield 
carried in his hand. “ "What ails you, you misleer d loon, to gang stayin’ 
about the camp at tliis time o’ night, wi' your cutty sark, and your kng 
spauls o’ legs, and your bit bowet in your hand, for a’ the world like the 
troubled speerit o’ a departed tinkler, walking the earth in search o’ his 
breeks? Ifryou canna’ sleep yoursel’, sir, I wish ye would find some other 
place to play your cantraips in, and no disturb the rest o honest folk, that 
want to sleep.” And the Doctor, turning his back upon the unwelcome 
intruder with a stifled groan, and a catching of the breath, which showed 
that the effort cost him considerable pain, drew the bedclothes over his 
head, and settled himself as if determined to answer no further question. 

“ I beg your pardon, my dear Doctor, for disturbing you,’ replied Mans- 
field, at the poor Doctor’s crusty humour. » I merely came to 

inquire after your health, and to ask whether you are well enough to under- 
take a march this morning, for wo have a long way to go, and it is high 
time for us to think of striking the camp, if we are to move. 
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I Uraph!^’ grunted the Doctor, tucking his knees up to his chin, and 

j pulling the bedclothes farther over his head with an impatient jerk, as he 
felt the cold air creeping round the walls of the tent. 

But I see you are still in great pain, and am afraid you must be more 
seriously injux*ed than you at first supjiosed. Come, man, let me look at 
I you. 1 suspect you ought to lose a little blood, or, at all events, a repe- 

I tition of the hot fomentation 3 'ou applied last night, might help to reheve 

! you. Shall I call Heels, and desire liim to prepare some hot water?” 
i Where the dell did you learn the doctoring trade, may I ask?” growl- 

’ ed the Doctor, thrusting his black muzzle from under the bedclothes, and 
looking askance at Mansfield over liis shoulder : do you suppose, sir, that 
• I took out my degree at the College of Edinburgh for nathing ? or that I 
am soft enough to lie here, and let myseF be sticket, and plotted wi’ hot 
water, like an auld soo, by a daft, harumscarum, throughother, bletherin’ 
loon o’ a sodger, that has nae mair knowledge o’ the noble science of phar- 
macy than my granny? — and no that same*— for she, honest woman, had 
some skill o’ the rhiunatis, and was no’ an ill hotody^ at a pinch — Awa ! 
out o’ that I say, and diniia fash me nae mair wi’ j^our havers, for I’m 
just perfect ramfcezled and disjaskit for want 0 ’ rest.” 

Well, well, Doctor,” said Mansfield, striving to suppress a laugh, as he 
I approached the bed, and patted the Doctor gently on the shoulder, don’t 

t be so sulky about it, you old bear ; there is no necessity for your moving, 

j unless you like it ; so keep yourself quiet, and try to sleep. I shall call 

j you when breakfast is ready, and hope to find your temper improved, as 

well as 3 "our bodily ailments. Adieu, my old boy, and pleasant dreams 
\ to you.” 

Come back here, Captain,” cried the Doctor, poking his head from 
imder the clothes, and extending his long bony hand towards Mansfield, 
j who was about to retire — Come back here, I tell you, and shake hands 
i with me. Hoot, fie, sir ! wlnit ails you to he in sic a dooms huiry ? I 

i tliought ye might hae kent better than to hae taken a cankered body at his 

j word yon way.” 
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Well, old sulkjj” said Mansfield, returning, and taking the Doctor’s 
hand in his, what is the matter now?” 

You maun excuse me,” said the poor Doctor, squeezing his hand 
affectionately ; you maun excuse me, sir, for being a wee bit cankered 
ways this morning. Ye ken, sir, I’m gae short in the temper at the best 
o’ times ; and I’m so sair birzed and churted, that, between that and the 
want o’ rest, I ’m just a wee thing mair cantankerous than ordinar. It was 
an iU-done thing, — it was an unco ill-done thing in me, sir, to speak sae 
short to you, to whom I owe my life. But I hope youll excuse me, 
Captain, and believe that I m no ungratefu’, although the pain has made 
me a wee crabbit like.” 

No, no, my dear Doctor,” said Mansfield, returning the pressure of his 
hand. “ I know your honest heart too well to suspect you of ingrati- 
tude ; and a little frctfulness is excusable in one who has passed a sleep- 
less night of suffering ; so pray, do not make yourself uneasy about it, but 
keep quiet; and, if you can only get a few hours' sleep, I have no 
doubt you will awake in such a good humour, that a child might play 
with you.” 

" Thank you, thank you, Captain,’' said the Doctor, squeezing his hand 
hard. — ^^It’s o’er good o’ you to forgie me sae easily, and I'm just 
ashamed of mysel’ for giving way to pain, and lying here, girning like an 
auld wife. I believe it ’s best for me to rise after a’, for I canna sleep; and, 
as there are nae banes broken, the exercise o’ riding, and a good sweat, wdll, 
maybe, do me good. — Heels, ye black sinner I — Heels, I say I bring me 
my clothes.” So sayings the Doctor, with one mighty effort, and one fearful 
grunt, kicked his long legs out of bed, and sat upright. 

Mansfield, after trying in vain to dissuade liini from his purpose — for the 
Doctor was as obstinate as a mule when once he got a crotchet in iiis head 
— lighted a candle from his lantern, and departed to rouse the camp, 
leaving the Doctor to be dressed by Heels, who was striving, as gently as 
possible, to insinuate his battered limbs into the legs and sleeves of his 
garments. This operation, however, was not completed without extorting 
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sundry groans and curses from the irritable patient^ who, between the 
twitches of pain, might be heard muttering, between his clenched teeth, 

« D— n the muokle black beast I I believe he has yerkit every bane in 
my body out o’ its place ; but I will hae my ain way, in spite o’ him. I 
will rise, though the deil should gim in my face.” 

It is not yet within three hours of daylight ; but the moon, although 
sinking towards the western horizon, and now partially concealed by the 
waving tree-tops, still sheds a broken light upon the drowsy camp, chequer- 
ing the dew-bespangled grass with strange fantastic shadows, and ever- 
changing spots of sparkling light. The wandering night- wind sighs through 
the forest, wafting to the ear the melancholy murmur of the lonely river, as, 
in solitary grandeur, it glides along its dark mysterious course, far, far 
away into the unknown wilderness. But no sound of life is there — no 
living thing is seen to move in that sequestered spot. The white-robed 
figures of the natives, stretched at full length upon the ground, look like 
sheeted corpses in the cold moonlight. Silence reigns within the tents, and 
the death-like calm, which pervades the whole scene, tends to impress the 
mind of the beholder with a solemn feeling of awe, as if he gazed upon a 
spot which, once indeed, had teemed with life, but over which the cold 
breath of the destroying angel had passed, during the silent watches of the 
night, leaving the forest winds, as they howled through the wilderness, to 
sing the dirges of the unburied dead. 

But hark ! — the cheerful notes of a bugle rise full and clear upon the 
still air, rousing the startled echoes, which slumbered deep amidst the 
gloomy arches of the forest ; and, at that joyous sound, the drowsy camp, 
which so lately presented an image of death, suddenly bursts into life, as if 
aroused from its trance by the mighty voice of a magician. The active 
Lascars are already busy in knocking up the tent-pegs ; their wildly -chanted 
song keeping time to the rapid stroke of their mallets. The horsc-keepers 
bestir themselves to rub down and saddle their masters’ steeds ; the proud 
animals snorting and pawing the ground, as if impatient of their long rest, 
and eager for the chase. A confused jingling of bells, mingled with the 
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grunting of camels^ and the faint lowing of oxen^ announce that the beasts 
of burden are also on the move. The dusky figures of the native servants 
may be seen flitting about like evil spirits^ and jostling each other, in eager 
haste to pack up and despatch their masters’ baggage. Groups of women 
and children, shivering in the cold morning air, crouch around the numerous 
fires, for which the old litter of the horses has furnished them a ready ma- 
terial: — their gaudy-coloured dresses, picturesque figures, and graceful 
attitudes, now thrown out in strong rehef against the dark background of 
trees, and again shrouded in comparative darkness, as the expiring fire, oc- 
casionally replenished by a handful of straw or dry leaves, sends up a bright 
sheet of bickering flame, and again subsides into a dull red glow. Here 
the kneeling form of a camel is distinctly seen by the light of a neighbouring 
fire, gnashing his long tusks, and threatening, with out-stretched neck, the 
busy natives who are employed in arranging his load ; and there the gigantic 
form of the stately elephant may be faintly traced, advancing slowly from 
amidst the surrounding darkness, like a moving tower ; whilst, from the 
remoter clumps of trees, where the deepened gloom renders the actors of 
the busy scene invisible, the wild song of the camel-drivers, intermixed 
with hearty maledictions denounced against the ancestors of some restive 
brute, which unwillingly submits itself to be accoutred for the march, come 
faintly borne on the night wind. Old Kamah is the only one of the busy 
throng who appears unoccupied, as he leans against the stem of a tree, 
smoking a cheroot, and bearing in his hand a flaming torch, with which, in 
the capacity of guide, he has prepared himself, to direct the steps of the 
travellers through the dark paths of the forest, as well as to scare any wild 
animal which may happen to cross their path during the hour of darkness 
which must intervene between the setting of the moon and the appearance 
of daylight. 

In little more than an hour from the time the signal for moving had been 
given, every tent was struck, and the last camel loaded. And Mansfield, 
who maintained a sort of military discipline in his hunting camp, having 
remained to see the latest straggler quit the ground, our three friends 
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mounted their horses^ and^ turning their hacks upon the deserted camp- 
ground^ struck into the forest by a different path from the one by which 
they had arrived ; it being their intention to return to the hills by a cir- 
cuitous route, through the plains, where Mansfield expected to fall in with 
wild hog and antelope. 

The moon had by this time set ; and, notwithstanding the light of the 
torch which old Kamah carried in front, the horsemen found some difficulty 
in preventing their horses from falling in the rugged path, along which, in 
spite of the deepened gloom, occasioned by the overhanging trees, their 
savage guide pursued his onward com'se, with a steadiness of purpose, and 
swiftness of foot, which appeared almost miraculous. 

A little more than an hour’s riding sufficed to carry them through the 
denser part of the forest, which was traversed almost in silence ; the constant 
attention necessary to prevent their horses from stumbling over roots of 
trees, and other impediments, keeping them too fully occupied to admit of 
much conversation ; neither did they encounter any of the savage denizens 
of the forest, although, more than once, a suspicious rustling among the 
branches made the poor Doctor’s heart rise to his throat, and forced upon 
his recollection, with fearful distinctness, all the ghastly tales he had ever 
heard of night attacks from tigers and wild elephants. 

The first gray tints of morning were beginning to appear, as they 
emerged from the dense bamboo jungle, and entered a romantic valley, 
flanked by lofty hills, wooded almost to the top, and terminating in abrupt 
rocky crags, which reared their gray and thunder-riven summits to the 
clouds. 

And now streaks of purple and gold are spreading gradually over the 
eastern sky, against which is traced the fine bold outline of the mountain, 
which appears to rise perpendicularly from the path, like a wall of black 
marble; but darkness still broods over the valley, and the silence of night 
is unbroken, save by the distant sound of falling water, or the wild plaintive 
cry of a stray plover. 

“ The Lord be about us ! what na eldrich skirl is yon ? ” whispered the 




THE KiaHT MAECH. 147 


Doctor, seizing Charles’s arm with a convulsive grasp, as the silence was 
suddenly broken by an unearthly voice, apparently amongst the rocks 
above, uttering a loud and sudden Waugh O ! Waugh 0 ! followed by a 
half-suppressed scream, as of a person in the act of being strangled. Oh 1 
Maister Charles, hear to that — what can it be ? It is surely something 
no canny.” 

Waugh O / Waugh O ! replied that wild mysterious voice, so close, that 
it appeared to the Doctor to be shrieking in his very ears — then an awful 
pause, and again the wailing cry was heard, but at so great a distance, that 
it appeared to proceed from some wandering spirit of darkness, flitting from 
place to place with more than mortal speed. 

Why, I really do not know what to make of it,” replied Charles : I 
should take it to be the voice of some wild animal, probably a hyena, only 
that I am puzzled to account for the sudden and noiseless manner in which 
it shifts from place to place.” ** 

Na I na ! Maister Charles, there is something no just so canny as a wild 
beast there, take my word for it. But we had better ride on and ask the 
Captain ; for if we bide here ony longer, it will, maybe, come and grip us 
in the dark.” So saying, the Doctor clapped spurs to his horse, and 
cantered after Mansfield, who had now got some distance ahead. 

Heard what ? ” asked Mansfield, smiling at the anxious manner with 
which the Doctor inquired whether he had heard yow.” — Do you mean 
the owl ? ” 

“ The hoolet, sir?” 

Yes, just the hoolet, as you call it ; for I can assure you the savage cry 
you heard just now, although I confess it sounds rather unearthly, is 
nothing more than the cry of the great horned owl. Often and often, 
during my rambles in the forest, have I been warned of the approach of 
day by that same ghostly watchman, and well do I know his ugly voice.” 

A hoolet! a hoolet!” cried the Doctor. Od, sir, do you think to 
mak a fool o’ me, and gar me believe that sic an unearthly skirl as yon 
came frae the throat of a hoolet, or ony other bird that ever was clockit ? 
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na, sir ! I’ll no believe the like o’ yon — you maun no hae heerd it 
right. That sound was na uttered by ony craiter o’ this world, and sae 
some o’ us will find to our cost ere lang.” 

What the devil do you suppose it is then?” asked Mansfield im- 
patiently. 

WTiist, Captain ! speak laich, for ony sake,” whispered the Doctor, 
drawing closer to him, and seizing him by the arm. It’s the hanshee, 
sir — it’s the banshee^ as sure as I’m a miserable sinner ; and tak my word 
for’t, nae good ever comes o’ hearing her ill-omened wail. A hoolet, 
indeed I na, na, that’s nae hoolet!” and the Doctor shook his head mourn- 
fully ; for although a sensible man in other respects, he had never been able 
entirely to divest himself of the superstitious ideas which had been in- 
stilled into his mind, almost with his mother’s milk, and like many of his 
countrymen, in the same sphere of life, fully believed in the existence of 
that harbinger of death, the banshee. 

" W'ell, well. Doctor,” replied Mansfield, laughing, you, being a 
Scotchman, ought to know more about the banshee than I do : but if that 
be she, I can only say, her style of singing does but little credit to the 
country from whence she comes.” 

She was na singing — she was greetin’,” — replied the Doetor, with 
great naivete. 

« Well, laughing or greeting, she has a cursed ugly voice of her own. 
But hark ye. Doctor,” continued Mansfield, unslinging his rifle, and care- 
fully examining the caps by the light of the torch, to satisfy hhnsclf that 
they had not been injured by the damp— « you had bettor not lag so far 
behind as you did just now, for the Jemmodar tells me this ravine is dread- 
fully infested by tigers; and if we fall in with one of these fly-by-night 
gentlemen, retiring to his lair with an empty stomach, you will find it 
rather a more serious business than hearing the banshee, although you appear 
to think that bad enough.” 

" Bad enough, bad enough, indeed,” muttered the poor Doctor, plying 
the spurs vigorously, and urging the unwilling Smiler into a trot. 
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The party had proceeded about a quarter of a mile^ and had reached a 
turn in the road^ which being overhung by a dense mass of trees^ was so 
intensely dark, that, without the assistance of the torch, the horsemen could 
not have seen their own length in front of them, when the Doctor’s horse, 
which as usual had fallen behind the rest, suddenly stopped short, and, 
uttering a loud snort, began to tremble violently, as if overcome by mortal 
fear. 

" Captain! Captain I” shouted the Doctor, plying his stick furiously in 
the vain attempt to make Smiler move, oh. Captain, for ony sake come 
here ! — the beast surely sees something uncanny, for he’ll no stir an inch, 
in spite o’ me !” — and again a shower of blows descended upon poor Smiler’s 
sounding ribs. 

Mansfield and Charles, who were a little in advance, immediately pulled 
up ; but ere they could turn their horses’ heads, a terrific roar was heard — 
a crash — a wild scream of agony — and the iU-starred Doctor, with his 
struggling horse, were borne to the earth by some heavy body, which, 
flashing for an instant in the torch4ight, darted from the bank above with 
the velocity of a thunder-bolt. 

It was too dark to distinguish objects on the ground ; but it was evident, 
from the violent struggle which ensued, and the piteous moaning of the 
poor horse, that he was trying to free himself from the grasp of some 
powerful animal. 

Bagh! hagUV'^ shouted the Jemmadar^ hurling his torch in the direction 
from whence the sound proceeded. 

Here, Kamali^ hold this beast,” cried Mansfield, jumping from his 
terrified horse, and throwing the reins to the Jemmadar ; as, by the faint 
light of the expiring torch, he discovered a panther clinging to the prostrate 
body of the horse, with his teeth and claws firmly fixed in the throat of the 
dying animal, who had now almost ceased to struggle, and drew his breath 
in thick gasping sobs, as the throttling savage, with a malignant growl of 
satisfaction, sucked the warm blood from his ebbing veins. 

This is a bad light,” said Mansfield, shaking his head, and recovering 
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the rifle, which he had brought to his shoulder, the flame of the torch having 
sunk so low, as to render surrounding objects almost invisible. I wish to 
Heaven it would blaze up again, and allow me to see whereabouts the poor 
Doctor lies, for I have as good a chance of hitting him as the panther, if 
I risk a shot in the dark. Ha ! that will do.” 

A sudden gust of wind fanned the expiring torch into a bright flame, 
lighting up the ghastly scene with more brilliancy than ever. The panther, 
startled by the sudden light, quitted his hold of the horse, and grinning 
fiercely, shrunk into a crouching attitude, as if prepared to spring on his 
assailant. 

" Now, then, you snarling devil!” muttered Mansfield, laying his cheek 
against the stock of his rifle, with as much cool deliberation as if he were 
about to fire at a mark; but ere he had brought the fine-drawn sight to bear 
upon its object, a convulsive kick from the dying horse struck the fiery end 
of the torch, and sent it flying among the bushes. — The air was filled with 
a shower of glittering sparks — and again all was darkness. 

A spear! a spear!” shouted Mansfield, mad with disappointment, 
throwing away his rifle, and snatching at a spear which Charles carried in 
his hand. " Quick, man, before he moves I I can pin him to the ground 
where he lies. — Ha 1 who fired that shot ?” 

A bright flash — a sharp report — the whistle of a bullet — and then a 
gasping bubbling sound, was heard, as of an animal stifling in his own 
blood. 

" Hurra,” shouted the Doctor, from amidst the gloom ; the unexpected 
but welcome cheer coming to the ears of his companions like a voice from 
the dead. Hurra, lads! he’s dead, he’s dead! — Come here, some o’ you. 
For ony sake, come here and help me to get my leg out frae below the 
horse, for it’s amaist smashed. This way, this way! ye needna be ’feard; 
I’ve dang the life out o’ him fairly.” 

What do you think of the auld Doctor noo?” exclaimed M^Phee, 
brandishing with a triumphant air a huge horse-pistol, as Mansfield and 
Charles busied themselves in extricating him from the dead horse. Was 
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na that weel done^ Captain ? — Easy ! easy wi’ me, lads, for I’m that sair 
birzed wi’ yesterday’s work, that I canna thole to be touched amaist. 
Wasna that weel done, I say? Od, ye hae often laughed at my old 
grandfaither’s pistol, but I telt you it would come to use some day or other, 
and sae it has, at last. O, man, but I’m stiifl” continued he, as he got 
upon his legs, with the assistance of his two companions, and seated himself 
on a bank. 

By heavens, it was well done ! ” exclaimed Mansfield, grasping the 
Doctor’s hand with enthusiasm ; for he was really attached to the worthy 
man, and his heart was filled with gratitude to Heaven for his wonderful 
escape, and admiration of the unwonted spirit he displayed on the occasion. 

Well done, and coolly, as any thing I ever saw. Why, Doctor, you 
have come out quite in a new character — a very dare-devil ; — but, as you 
say, it was fortunate for you, and, indeed, for all of us, that you had the 
old pistol at hand, and presence of mind to use it ; for, to tell you the truth, 
when the light was extinguished, I began to have rather unpleasant fore- 
bodings as to the termination of our adventure.” 

Faith, ye may say that,” replied the Doctor : I was sae dumb-foun- 
dered, and taken by surprise at first, when I found mysel’ sprawling on the 
ground, like a cripple puddock, and heard the worry, worry o’ the blood- 
thirsty deevel, as he rugged and rived at poor Smiler’s throat, that I just 
gied mysel’ up for lost — and then that awfu’ cry we heard the now came 
into my mind. — Ye needna laugh, sir, for I teU ye there was something no 
canny in that cry. — A.nd I thought my hour was come, and then I pray ed for 
mercy on my sinfu’ soul. — And wi’ that, I appeared to get new strength 
and courage. — And then I minded o’ the auld pistol I had put in the 
holster ; and the wee drap Heeland blood I hae in my veins began to boil. 

And, says I to mysel’, ‘D— n you, for a muckle girnin cat! I’m a match 

for ye yeti’ — And, wi’ that, I lifted mysel’ canndy on my elbow, and 
whippit the pistol out o’ the holster, and clappit it to his lug, and dang the 
life out o’ him afore he had time to wink. Ha! ha! Captain, you see there 
is some good stuff in the auld Doctor yet; although I maun confess, my 
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nerves rather got the better o’ me yesterday. But that was a’ the effects o’ 
the Glenlivat, ye ken — Eh, Captain?” — and the worthy Doctor grinned, 
and rubbed his hands with evident satisfaction. 

Tut, tut ! never mind what happened yesterday,” said Mansfield, 
encouragingly ; you have behaved like a man this morning, at all events, 
and so ^ let byganes be byganes,’ as you say yourself. But are you not 
hurt ? — I am sure you got a terrible roll.” 

Hoot, fie, no I ” replied the Doctor, I came down in a fine saft place, 
amang the lang grass. But I’m so cursedly warped in the back, after 
yesterday’s toolzie, that the shake I got has just put me a wee through- 
other, and gart me feel faint-like about the heart. Maister Charles, if ye 
will just be good enough to look in the other holster, and gie me a wee bit 
flask ye’ll find there, I think a drap out o’ it will maybe do me good. The 
horse-pistol has done us a good turn already, and now we’ll try what effect 
the pocket-pistol will hae — Ha! ha! ha! Captain.” — Here the Doctor 
chuckled, and poked Mansfield facetiously in the ribs, You see I’m an old 
soldier, and aye march with twa pistols — ane for my enemies, and anither 
for my friends. Here, sir, tak a sup o’t — it will warm your heart this cold 
morning.” 

The dew having fallen so heavily during the night, as almost to wet 
through their thin clothing, neither Mansfield nor Charles made any objec- 
tion to the Doctor’s proposal; and Charles, who was blessed with a youth- 
ful appetite, that never failed him under any circumstances, having pro- 
duced some biscuits and a piece of cold venison, from the holsters of his 
saddle, our three friends seated themselves on the grass; and the energy 
with which the worthy Doctor applied himself to gnawing the bones, after 
having whetted his appetite by a hearty pull at his pocket-pistol, proved 
that, however stiff his other joints might be, his jaws, at least, had escaped 
uninjured. 

Day had, in the mean time, been rushing on with that rapidity peculiar 
to a tropical climate, where light succeeds darkness almost instantaneously ; 
and, ere their hasty meal was finished, nature burst into life; and the 
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glorious sun^ rising in fiery splendour, poured a fiood of golden light into 
that sequestered valley — the gloomy mountain-pass, which, an hour before, 
in the darkness and silence of night, appeared a fitting haunt for prowling 
beasts and birds of evil omen, now smiling in all the luxuriant beauty of 
Oriental scenery. The woods, sparkling with dew-drops, festooned with 
beautiful flowering creepers, and echoing to the tender cooing of turtle- 
doves ; birds of gorgeous plumage, wheeling, in joyous gambles, amongst 
the lofty tree-tops; the balmy morning air, loaded with perfume, and 
breathing melody, — all conspired to soothe and calm the ruffled spirits, to 
soften one’s very nature, and make the most careless observer, in his inmost 
heart, acknowledge and worship the Almighty Power, which had given 
birth to so much beauty. 

What a heavenly scene is this!” exclaimed Charles, after gazing for 
some minutes in silent admiration. 

It is, indeed, a heavenly scene,” replied Mansfield ; and yet how 
treacherous are its beauties! — How strange the thought, that this lovely 
spot should be the chosen haunt of wild beasts — its perfumed atmosphere a 
compound of deadly vapours ; — looking an earthly paradise, yet teeming 
with pestilence and death, like a lovely woman, with the exterior of an 
angel, cherishing a demon in her heart I Methinks a group of dancing 
wood-nymphs would form an appropriate foreground to such a picture ; and 
yet, behold the stern reality — a band of armed men — a naked savage, but 
one degree removed from the beasts that perish! — mangled carcasses — 
death in its most ghastly form — and the steam of reeking gore, ascending 
to heaven, mingled with the incense of flowers ! How forcibly doth such a 
contrast as this bring to one’s recollection the melancholy truth, that fallen 
man has brought sin and death into the world !” 

Indeed, Sir, what you say is o’er true. It’s just a mischancy bit, this 
same glen ; and, bonny though it be, I wish we were well out o’ it ; for, 
after what we hae heard this blessed morning, it were a mere tempting o’ 
Providence to bide here ony longer. And, oh. Sir,” casting a rueful glance 
at the mangled remains of poor Smiler, is it no a sair sight to look at 
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that poor beast lying cold and stiff there, and the bonny green grass steepit 
in his blood, and the sun shining sae bright, and the bit birdies singing sae 
blythe and happy, as if there was nae such thing as death in the world ? 
And it would be just the same, though you or me were lying there in his 
place. — Poor Smiler — poor Smiler ; ye were a good honest beast, although 
a wee short in the temper, like myself. But you and me will never cast 
out nae mair.” And the poor Doctor, drawing the back of his large hand 
across his eyes, pulled a flint and steel from his pocket, and proceeded to 
strike a light for his cheroot, humming, as he did so, a melancholy Scotch 
ditty. 

Well, Doctor, you certainly are an unlucky dog in some things,” said 
Charles, smiling at the Doctor’s rueful countenance ; “ and I must say that, 
of late, you have come in for monkey’s allowance, or worse ; but if you do 
get into scrapes, it must be allowed you have a wonderful knack of getting 
out of them again. Just look back to the last four and twenty hours: 
within that short space of time, you have been at the killing of a tiger on 
foot; you have had an elephant playing at pitch-and-hustle with your un- 
fortunate carcass ; and have taken the scalp of a panther, single-handed. 
And here you are, resting on your laurels, and smoking a cigar, as if nothing 
had happened — a trifle battered, to be sure, and minus your old horse, but 
covered with glory, and having a trophy in that panther-skin, which will, 
no doubt, be preserved by the next ten generations of M^Phees, as a me- 
mento of their illustrious ancestor. Come, come, my dear Doctor, cheer 
up, and do not look so miserable about it ; for, after all, you have much to 
be thankful for.” 

" Aye, Maister Charles, what you say is very true. I hae, indeed, much 
to be thankfu’ for ; and I trust I am no ungratefu’ for the providential way 
in which my life has been spared. But, foolish though it be, I canna look 
at that poor beast, without feeling as if I had lost an auld and trusty friend.” 
And the Doctor began to puff his cheroot furiously, as if annoyed with 
himself for being possessed of a good heart. 

The baggage and followers had by this time come up, and the dead 
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panther having been placed upon the elephant, a fresh horse was saddled for 
the Doctor, The Jemmadar was dismissed with a handsome present of 
ammunition and tobacco ; and, leaving the remains of poor Smiler to become 
a prey to the vultures, the three horsemen cantered off at a round pace, in 
hopes of reaching the village where they intended to halt, before the heat 
of the day had become oppressive. 

The poor Doctor was so disconcerted by the loss of his faithful steed, 
that he did not recover his wonted spirits for the rest of that day ; and, 
after having tried in vain to convince his companions that the mysterious 
voice, which they attributed to an owl, was a supernatural warning of poor 
Smiler’s tragical end, he gave up the point, and rode on, smoking his 
cheroot in moody silence. But, from that day to this, he never exhibits 
the panther’s skin, or tells the story of the night march, without assuring 
his hearers that, as true as death,” he heard the hansJiee, 
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CHAPTEE XIL 


THE HALT. 


J^||®HE blazing Indian sun was already high in the 
M«[ heavens, and the reflected heat, from the scorched 
earth, was becoming painfully oppressive, ere our 
three horsemen came in sight of the sequestered 
village, where they intended to halt for the day. 
The cool tank, near which it was situated, reflect- 
ed brightly from its glassy surface, the struggling 
I sunbeams which found their way through the 
dense grove of tamarind and Indian fig trees, by 
which it was overshadowed ; promising to the 
wearied traveller the grateful luxuries of deep shade and a refreshing bath. 
The panting steeds, which, for the last hour, had been plodding along the 
deep sandy road, with drooping heads and languid steps, pricked their ears, 
expanded their wide nostrils, parched with heat and clogged with fine par- 
ticles of sand; and, uttering a low neigh of satisfaction, started oiF at a 
lively canter, towards the welcome halting-place. 

The Lord be thanked I ” exclaimed the Doctor, throwing himself from 
the saddle the moment he entered the grove, and stretching his gaunt limbs 
at full length under the shade of a tamarind-tree. 

The Lord be thanked ! this day’s work is over, any how,” — and pulling 
a flint and steel from his hunting-pouch, he struck a light, applied the tinder 
to a formidably large Trichinopoly cheroot, which he had already deposited 
in the corner of his mouth; pulled the peak of his cap well over his face, 
folded his arms on his chest, and, closing his eyes, abandoned himself to the 
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full enjoyment of the narcotic weed. Hech, Sirs, but this is real luxury ! 
Ye may talk o’ the luxury o’ a cigar to warm your nose on a frosty night, 
or a merescham pipe of old canaster, to keep the fog out o’ a body’s lungs 
on a misty morning, but gie me a shady tree, and a good long Trinchinopoly, 
after a twenty miles’ march, in an Indian sun. That’s the real luxury — 
that’s the thing to soothe the tingling nerves, and check the boiling o’ the 
fevered blood, and fill a body’s head wi’ pleasant thoughts, and gar him feel 
as though he were in Paradise. Hech, Sirs, it’s fine, — it’s just a perfect 
cordial ” 

I am glad to sec you looking so comfortable, my old boy,” said Mans- 
field, as he loosened the girths, and removed the bridle jfrom the head of 
his smoking horse. I was afraid you would be completely knocked up, 
for it has been a long and a hot march, to say nothing of your adventure 
with the panther ; but, if we may judge by appearances, you seem to be in 
a fair way of recovering—” 

Hoot fie! what for no?” grunted the Doctor, without unclosing his 
eyes. I’m no’ just that far through yet — na, na, lad, it’s no’ the rattling 
cart that coups the soonest ; there’s a heap o’ life in me yet, for a’ that’s 
come and gane. That brulzie I had with the elephant yesterday has gart 
the banes rattle in my skin a wee ; and, as I telt you afore, I’m a trifle 
warped in the back; but I’m no going to coup the creels on you yet — na, 
na, I’m finely noo — I’m finely noo. Yon hot ride has done me a hantle o’ 
good, although I maun confess it wasna the pleasantest remedy in the world. 
O man, but them cheroots are prime tobaccy. Will ye try ane, Captain ? ” 
“ Not now, thank you,” replied Mansfield, as he busied himself in ad- 
justing a halter round his horse’s neck, and fastened him to the stem of a 
tree. " I must rub down poor little Challenger first, for he is steaming 
with heat, and I would not have him get a stroke of the land-wind for ten 
times his value. No, my beauty, I should never be able to mount myself 
so well again,” continued Mansfield, patting affectionately the arched neck 
of the beautiful creature, whose fleeiness had gained for him the spear of 
honour in many a well-contested field, and whose glossy grey skin was now 
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changed to purple, by excessive heat and perspiration. The sagacious 
animal turned his head, as if he understood the compliment paid him, and 
gently rubbed his soft velvet muzzle against his master’s bronzed cheek. 
" Ay, Chally, boy, give me a kiss ; you and I have had many a hard day’s 
work together, and shall have many more, please Fate, if care and good 
grooming be of any avail. Quiet, you little tiger, — quiet, I say, — you are 
as full of tricks as a young monkey.” 

Od, Captain, but that’s a fine canny beast o’ yours,” said the Doctor, 
raising himself lazily on one elbow. Smiler, poor beast — he’s deed and 
gone now — Smiler and me were gae good friends, too, when our tempers 
warna out o’ order ; but, at the best o’ times, I wadna like to play wi’ him 
yon way. Na, na, he wasna to be compared to your horse. Captain.” 

I should think not I” replied Mansfield, smiling at the simplicity of the 
Doctor, in attempting to draw a comparison between the defunct Smiler 
and his favourite Challenger. 

They say in Scotland, Sir, that a good man is good to his beast, and if 
that be true, you maun be an unco good man, and I as ill a ane ; for there 
are you and Maister Charles, strapping away at your horses like two 
regular bred Gorah-wallahs^ while I am lying here, at my ease, and that 
poor beast, you were good enough to gie me the loan o’, standing reeking 
there, like a half-slockened lime-kiln. I’m no’ very good at the grooming. 
Sir, I’m fear’d, but I’U try what I can do.” 

No, no, never mind. Doctor,” replied Mansfield ; he is a hardy old 
fellow that, and well used to it ; just loosen his girths, and throw your cloak 
over his loins, and there is no fear of him. See, here comes the Cotwall, 
so, if you wish to make yourself useful, you had better speak to him, and 
try to procure some forage for the horses, and some materials for our tiffin, 
for, it strikes me, we shall be quite ready for it by the time the servants 
arrive with the cowrie-baskets. Mind, Doctor, plenty of eggs, a fowl or 
two, and, I think, after this long march, we must treat our followers to a 
sheep.” 

Aye, aye, Captain, let me alone for looking after the victualling 
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department ! Ill take care that we have plenty. Dell hae me, if ever I 
seed the like o’ yon ! ” continued the Doctor, as the Cotwall approached, 
shuffling along in his embroidered yellow slippers ; his ample robes floating 
in the breeze, and twirling his mustache with that self-sufficient swaggering 
air, which your good Mussulman, particularly if he be a man in authority, 
thinks it necessary to assume, when about to address an inferior, or even 
an equal. Just see to the airs the long, blackaviced, tinker-like, slouch 
o’ a fellow is putting on. I’m thinkin’ he mistakes us for a parcel o’ travel- 
ling half-caste apothecaries; and, by my troth, we’re black enough, and 
dirty enough, to pass for ony thing. Aye, I see fine what he would be at; he’s 
going to come the big man o’er us. Ha ! ha ! I’ll hae some fun with this 
birky.” — Then, in a tone of command, — Idder aou^ you CotwalV^ 

The Cotwall advanced, twirling his mustache, with a supercilious grin, 
and stared the Doctor full in the face. 

Weel, Maister Cotwall^ what vivars may this village o’ yours aflPord? 
It looks gae poor like, I maun confess; but I suppose ye can get us a 
wheen eggs, and a howtawdy, and a pickle strae for the naigs — eh?” 

The Cotwall smiled a grim smile, but made no answer. What are ye 
girnin’ at, ye black pagan?” growled the Doctor, hae ye nae English ?” 

Engliss ? ” replied the Cotwall^ with an impudent stare, " Engliss ? O 
iss, sar, Engliss I can speak very proper. Suppose Faringee man speak 
Engliss, that time I understand.” 

" Faringee man ! — Speak English ! — De’il be in his black sldn, he 
takes me for a Portuguese cook, and says I canna speak English ! ” 

Mansfield and Charles, who were watching the scene with much interest, 
laughed till their sides ached, but did not attempt to spoil sport by in- 
terfering. 

Chickens ! — Eggs ! — Strae for the horses ! ” shouted the Doctor, at 
the very top of his voice. That’s plain English, I’m sure ; do ye under- 
stand me now?” 

Wah! waUV exclaimed the Cotwall^ raising his eyebrows with a look 
of intelligence, chickens I — yoggees ! — abbah! now I understand. Sup- 
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pose Faringee man give — preshent— that time I make in- 

quiry.” 

« Give present, indeed I Troth, my man, ye’r no’ blate ! What should 
I see in your ill-fem-t face to gie you a present, ye muokle Malabar soo, eh ? 
when ye ken it’s your duty to provide traveUers wi’ what they want', and 
to be ceevil to them into the bargain. Be off now, and get what I want 
directly, afore ye set my birse up, else I’U kick you, like a fut-ba’, frae this 
to the bazar, and back again. Start, I say!” and the Doctor raised his 
foot, as if about to carry his threat into effect. 

“Wahl wah! — yrhs.t for Faringee man so much hohbery make?” 
replied the Cotwall, ia an angry tone, but, at the same time, retiring a few 
paces, and looking rather aghast at the Doctor’s warlike demonstrations. 
« Suppose master speak cml word, that time I do master’s business.’’ 
And, turning towards the village, with a less consequential strut than he 
had assumed at first, the Cotwall shuffled off, in no very amiable mood, to 
execute the Doctor’s commands. ^ 

« Od’s my life, things are come to a pretty pass indeed, when an M. D 
o’ the CoUege of Edinburgh is taken for a half-caste apothecary, or a 
Portuguese cook, bearded by a lousy Cotwall, and telt, to his very face, that 
he canna speak EngHsh !” — and the Doctor, uttering a surly grunt, 4rew 
himself once more at the root of the tree, and began to puff furiously at his 
cheroot. 

“Well, Doctor, have you settled it at last?” cried Charles, lauc^Huo- 
miscHevously, and rather anxious to encourage the feud than otherwisr 
« I must say the feUow used you with but scant ceremony. I do believe 
he takes you for a half-caste in earnest.” 

“Never ye mind,” replied the Doctor, rather sulkily; “strap away 
at your horse, Maister Charles, and let me alane to settle the Cotwall- 
rU gar him open his een, afore I’ve done wi’ him, else my name ia uo’ 
MThee.” ““ 

The Cotwall returned, before the Doctor’s cheroot was finished, followed 
by two crouching villagers, one carrying in his hand a couple of half-starved. 
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consumptive-looking chickens^ and tke otker bending under a huge bundle 
of dirty litter. This^ tbe Cotwall asserted, was the best the village 
afforded, and in a bullying tone demanded, not only double the price of the 
articles, but a present for his own trouble in procuring them. 

The Doctor’s blood began to boil, for he had a horror of being imposed 
upon by any one, and more particularly by a native : but, curbing his wrath, 
by a strong effort, he asked quietly why there were no eggs. 

Yegges, sar!” replied the Cotwall^ with an impudent grin — for the 
Doctor’s quiet manner had inspired the bully with fresh confidence. 
" Yegges, no can find — this very poor village, sar — cicken, in this village, 
no can make yeggees — look, sar!” — pointing to the two wretched spe- 
cimens of the GallincB^ which were fluttering in the bony grasp of the no 
less wretched villager ; that cicken too muchie tin — how can that cicken 
make yeggees — eh ? ” 

The sneering tone, in which this was said, was too much for the Doctor’s 
forbearance. 

De’il be in my skin, but I’ll learn you better manners, afore we part ! ” 
cried he, starting to his feet, and seizing the Cotwall by the beard. “ How 
dare you stand there, girning in a gentleman’s face, ye lang-legged ne’er-do- 
weel? Is it no enough, that ye hae been rapping out lee upon lee, for the 
last ten minutes, till ye are amaist black in the face, without yokin at the 
hinnerend, to laugh at your ain wit — eh, you misleer’d loon ? ” Here the 
Doctor gave the unfortunate CotwalV^ beard a tremendous shake, extorting 
a yell of agony from that dignified personage, and inspiring the timid 
natives, who accompanied him, with such mortal fear, that they dropped 
their loads, and fled for their lives. 

Will you ever presume to insult a gentleman again?” shouted the 
Doctor, giving him another shake, that made his teeth rattle in his head. 
" Will you, you black sinner ? ” 

" Ne^ Sahib! — Allah^ Allah P'" shrieked the trembling Cotwall. 

Aha, my flne fellow I I thought I would make you open your eyes 
afore I was done wi’ you. Do you think the hens will lay any eggs now. 
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ye leein tyke ? Will they, ye limb o’ Satan — eh ? ” Here another tre- 
mendous shake. 

Ne^ Sahib! — Master make pardon this one time — I very bad man — 
plenty lie I tell. — Master please to let go my beard, that time I make 
plenty yeggees come — plenty yeggees — I tell true word.” 

Weel then, see that ye do so, and be quick about it. And I say I — 
just try if ye can persuade the hens to look a wee thing fatter at the same 
time — do ye hear?” So saying, the Doctor relaxed his hold of the Cot- 
walV^ beard, and, spinning him round, gave him a shove, which projected 
him several yards on his way towards the village. 

The crest-fallen functionary, right glad to make his escape, shuffled off 
with great precipitation, till he thought himself at a safe distance, when he 
stopped, adjusted his disordered robes, stroked his insulted beard, to assure 
himself that it still adhered to his chin, and giving his mustache a fierce 
twirl, as he faced round towards the Doctor, spat upon the ground in token 
of insult and defiance. 

Ha ! my lad, is that the way o’t ? Just bide there, till I get a grip o’ 
your goat’s beard again,” — and the Doctor, jumping once more to his feet, 
made a furious rush forward. But the Cotwall, like a yelping our, who 
perceives that a stone is about to be flung at his head, turned tail, without 
further warning ; and, starting off at a pace, which must have occasioned no 
little smprise in those accustomed to his usual stately official strut, never 
stopped tin he found himself safely within the walls of the village. 

Hurra I here comes the Peon, with the cowrie-baskets , at last,” cried 
Charles, rubbing his hands with glee, at the prospect of a good breakfast, 
as a tall, handsome-looking Peon approached, followed by two naked Coolies^ 
covered with dust and perspiration, each balancing across his shoulder an 
elastic bamboo, from either end of which was suspended a circular rattan 
basket with a conical top, covered with green oil-cloth, and secured by a 
brass padlock. 

The wearied Coolies^ having deposited their loads at the root of a tree, 
with a deep grunt, expressive of the relief they felt in so doing, rubbed 
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their aching shoulders, and, approaching Mansfield in a crouching posture, 
with the palms of their hands brought together, and raised to their fore- 
heads, in the attitude of supplication, patted their empty stomachs — which 
had been drawn in for the occasion, till they nearly touched the back-bone 
— in the most expressive manner. Mansfield, who perfectly understood 
their signals, smiled good-naturedly, and promised, that, in consideration of 
the long inarch, a couple of sheep should be distributed amongst them, as 
soon as the other followers came up. At this joyful intelligence, the 
wrinkled stomachs immediately resumed their natural form ; all the fatigues 
of the march were forgotten; and the poor simple-hearted creatures — to 
whom a good meal of animal food was an event in their lives — after making 
a number of the most profound salaams^ bounded off* to refresh themselves 
by a dip in the cool tank, and to prepare their primitive cooking apparatus 
for the promised feast. 

Now then, if we could only get a good fat hen to brander, and a wheen 
eggs to make an omelet, I’m thinkin’, wi’ the help o’ these cold vivars, and 
twa or three bottles o’ this light claret, we may manage to make an in- 
diflferently-good breakfast, or tiffin rather ; for I’m thinkin’ the day has ta’en 
the turn afore now.” So said the Doctor, half soliloquizing and licking his 
lips, as he busied himself in unpacking the contents of the co^mie-hashets^ 
consisting of a cold buffalo’s hump, a tongue or two, biscuits, rice, and 
other eatables ; together with a goodly store of French claret, Hodson’s ale, 
and brandy. 

Methinks you may do that same, with great safety, friend -ffisculapius,” 
said Mansfield, tapping him on the shoulder ; and say grace afterwards, 
with a clear conscience, provided you have breath enough left to do so, 
after 1inir>g your stomach with the many good things you have been enume- 
rating. Why, man, here is a breakfast fit for a prince, all ready to your 
hand — cold meat, biscuits, beer, claret ! What would you have more?” 

Hoot fie, Sir ; would ye hae us feed upon cauld junk, like ignorant 
pagans, after sic a march as this, and us in the midst o’ plenty ? Na, na. 
Sir, I hae nae intention o’ offending my stamach that way. We munna 
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want the brandered hen, or the omelet, on no account. Let abe that tongue. 
Captain,” continued the Doctor, as Mansfield was about to help himself to 
a slice, with his hunting-knife. Let it abe, I say — mind. Sir, we are no’ 
in the jungles now, and we maun study manners a little. Ye hae appointed 
me clerk o’ the kitchen, for the present, and I maun insist on feeding you 
like a gentleman, whether ye will or no.” 

Far be it from me, most sapient Doctor, to dispute your authority,” 
replied Mansfield. You shall order the time and manner of my feeding, 
as appears unto you most fitting, and shall have eggs and fowls to your 
heart’s content, if it only be for the sake of bringing that fellow the Cotxoall 
to his senses. I shall slip Ayapah at him — I suspect the sight of a PeorU^ 
belt and silver badge coming from his friends, the travelling apothecaries, 
will astonish him a little. Here, Ayapah !” 

Sahib, answered Ayapah — the tall handsome-looking Peon before 
mentioned— stepping up to Mansfield, making a respectful salaam, and 
remaining as steady as a soldier on parade. 

" Ayapah I ” said Mansfield, speaking in Hindoostanee, put on your 
belt again — go to the village, and bring me the Cotwall, by the ears.” 

Jo hoohum. Sahib /” replied Ayapah, without altering a muscle. And 
facing to the right-about, he marched away with a most soldier-like air. 

Had I told that fellow, Ayapah, to bring the Cotwair& head instead of 
his whole person, he would have gone upon his mission with equal coolness, 
and obeyed me to the letter,” said Mansfield, smiling. " Ayapah 

Sahib r ^ * 

I have changed my mind about the Cotwall—joyx need not bring him 
by the ears. Just say I want him, and see that he comes.” 

^ Bhot Atcha, Sahib;^ replied Ayapah, making his salaam with the same 
imperturbable gravity, and marching off again with the same stately pace. 

Ayapah soon returned, followed by the Cotioall, cringing like a rated 
hound. The belt of office had acted like a talisman. A single glance 
was sufficient to open the eyes of the astonished functionary. Those whom 
he had foolishly taken for half-caste apothecaries, and whom he fancied he 
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might bully with impunity, turned out to be Burrah Sahibs! — real Burrak 
Sahibs — there could be no doubt of the fact; for their Peon wore an em- 
broidered shoulder-belt, and a silver badge. Such visiters seldom honoured 
his village by their presence. Had he only been commonly civil, he might 
have reckoned, with tolerable certainty, on a handsome present. But he 
had insulted them, and instead of receiving a present, was nigh having the 
beard torn off his chin. Oh ! Mustapha! Mustapha ! — what dirt hast thou 
been eating I 

The CotwalT^ cringing civility now became even more disgusting than 
his former insolence had been. The wretch grovelled in the dust. There 
was nothing good enough for their excellencies the Burrah Sahibs — clean 
straw came tumbling in by waggon-loads — hens laid eggs by word of com- 
mand — the starved chickens were suddenly transformed into well-fed 
capons. And a troop of dancing-girls, dark-eyed houries, from the neigh- 
bouring pagoda, were sent for to charm their highnesses into good humour, 
by their bewitching smiles and graceful movements. — Every man, woman, 
and child in the village, were the bounden slaves of their mightinesses ; and 
of these, the most devoted was Mustapha himself, who, not contented with 
exhausting his whole vocabulary of high-flown Oriental compliments, made 
an ostentatious display of his disinterested zeal in their service, by banging 
the ears of an unfortunate Ryot^ with the heel of his slipper, and calling 
the son of an unchaste mother, for daring to ask half the price for clean 
straw and fat capons, which he himself had demanded, half an hour before, 
for dirty litter and starved chickens. 

In short, the amiable Mustapha spared no pains to make himself agree- 
able, and gain " Master’s favour.” But the Burrah Sahib was inflexible, 
and no buckshish was forthcoming, Mansfield turned a deaf ear to all his 
high-flown compliments ; and, after reading him a lecture on the impropriety 
of attempting to impose upon unfortunate half-castes ; and assuring him 
that the first time he heard of his being uncivil to any traveller, of any rank 
whatever, he would report his conduct to the collector of the district, and 
have him removed from his situation ; he dismissed him with merely the 
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price of the things he had provided, whilst a handsome present was given to 
the dancing-girls and other natives. 

This was touching the avaricious Cotwall in the right place. Had Mans- 
field broken a stick over his head, and given him a few rupees to buy a 
plaster withal, he had pocketed the affront with thanks. But to see his in- 
feriors pocketing their rupees, whilst he, the great man, was sent away dis- 
graced and empty-handed, was gall and wormwood to his grasping spirit. — - 
As the Doctor remarked with a chuckle, — 

It was touching the life o’ the niggardly craiter — his heart’s blood — 
the very marrow o’ his banes.” 

The Doctor’s culinary operations now progressed rapidly, and the good 
cheer he provided was done ample justice to by his hungry companions, 
after they had refreshed themselves by a change of dress, and a swim in the 
cool tank. 

The tents arrived and were pitched. The Shikaree of the village was 
summoned to an audience, and reported that the surrounding country 
abounded with wild hog, and that amongst them was a certain boar of 
gigantic size, which had, for years, been the terror of the Ryots, and had ' 
laughed at the beards of the most skilful Shikarees; but which, he had no 
doubt, would fall beneath the invincible spear of his highness — the terror 
and destroyer of wild beasts. 

Scouts were despatched in all directions to gain intelligence of the 
mighty boar. A goodly band of Coolies were ordered to be in attendance 
by to-morrow’s dawn. A couple of sheep were Mlled, and distributed 
amongst the happy camp-followers ; fires blazed in all directions ; earthen 
pots boiled and bubbled; the light-hearted natives, calculating on the 
morrow as a day of rest, abandoned themselves to all the joys of feasting 
and merriment ; and, long after midnight, happy voices might be heard, 
chanting wild Hindoostanee airs to the simple accompaniment of the zittar 
or the tom-tom^ 
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CHAPTEE XIIL 

BOAR-HUNTING. 

DECLARE it is nearly ten o’ clock ! The snn is 
already hot enough to broil one’s brains into an 
omelette, and still no sign of onr scouts re- 
turning.” 

So said Charles, pulling out his watch, and 
returning it to his, pocket with an impatient 
gesture, as he sat, lounging indolently under the 
fly of the tent, the kunnauts of which were 
raised, and supported on bamboos, to act as a 
verandah, and to admit of a free circulation of 
air. 

A substantial breakfast had already been disposed o£ The horses had 
been visited, to ascertain that their feet were in good order after yesterday’s 
march ; that they had been well groomed, and that no water had been given 
them. Saddles, bridles, girths, and stirrup-leathers, had been carefuUy 
overhauled. Spear-heads had been sharpened to the last degree of keen- 
ness ; and our three Ximrods having now nothing further to occupy their 
attention, were waiting, in a feverish state of impatience, for the return of 
the scouts, who had been despatched, on the previous evening, to gain 
intelligence of the famous boar. 

The dense shade of the overhanging trees, tempered the heat of the land- 
wind, which sighed through the grove, rendering it comparatively cool and 
refreshing. But the straggling sunbeams, which here and there darted 
through the dense foliage, dancing and sparkling on the glassy surface of 
the tank, with intense, almost painful brilliancy ; the glimpses of the open 
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country, whicli were caught througli the stems of the trees, showing the 
parched earth glowing like heated copper, and the tall palm-trees twisting 
and twining like gigantic snakes, in the fiery haze, bore ample testimony to 
the scorching heat of the tropical sun which blazed overhead. 

A hundred Coolies — almost as wild-looking as the animals for which 
they were to beat — all nearly naked, and many of them armed with rusty 
matchlocks, hunting-spears, or wood-knives, were lounging about in pic- 
turesque groups under the shade of the trees. The old baggage elephant, 
wearied with bis long march, stood dozing listlessly under the shadow of a 
widely-spreading Banian, and fanning himself with the feathery branch of | 
a palm-tree, to protect his skin from the stings of the buzzing insects which j 

swarmed around him. And a group of smiling Natch-girls ^ encouraged to | 

repeat their visit, by the handsome present of the previous evening ; and i 

now, having their charms set off to the best advantage, by all the glittering I 

finery of Indian belles, with large gold rings depending from their noses, ! 

their necks loaded with jewels, massive silver bangles encircling their slen- 
der, well-tmmed, ankles; their braided hair, decked with wreaths of the 
sweet-smeUing Maugree^ and their silken robes filling the air with the 
perfume of sandal-wood, were twining their graceful figures in the dance, 
and darting the most bewitching glances from their large voluptuous dark 
eyes, in the vain hope of charming the impatient sportsmen, whose minds, 
however, were too fully occupied by floating visions of panting steeds, blood- 
stained spears, and foaming boars, to be captivated by the chaimis of tlic ! 
fascinating syrens. j 

^ The Doctor was lounging indolently in an arm-chair, with a cheroot in 
his mouth, as usual, twirling his thumbs, and nodding his head ap2)rovingl}', 
as any particularly graceful movement of the Natch- girls happened to ineet j 

with his approbation ; and Mansfield was amusing himself by giving a | 
finishing touch to the keen edge of his favourite hog-spear, on a fine lionc; ! 
when Charles, who was by far the most impatient and watchful of the ? 

party, started from his seat, with an exulting shout, which brought the : 

performance of the Natch-girls to an abrupt conclusion. i 
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Hurra ! here come our scouts at last I” 

The Natch-girls y startled by the sudden exclamation^ shrunk aside, and 
made way for two panting ShikareeSy covered with dust and perspiration, who, 
advancing at a long, easy, wolf-like trot, and, halting in front of the tent, 
announced with a profound salaarriy that a large sounder of hog, headed by 
the far-famed boar, had been marked down, amongst the hills, a few miles 
from camp. 

Boot and saddle ! spurs and spears ! and hurra for the man that first 
draws blood from the old boarl” shouted Mansfield, starting to his feet, and 
brandishing his light elastic spear — a faultless male bamboo from the 
jungles of the Concan, about ten feet long, tough as whalebone, and 
tapering away beautifully to the smaller end, where it terminated in a keen 
glittering blade, about the size and shape of a laurel-leaf — a blade which 
had reeked with the blood of many a grisly boar. 

Gorah lao!^^ was now the cry; and, in less than five minutes, three 
snorting steeds, accoutred for the field, were pawing the ground impatiently, 
in front of the tent. 

Mansfield’s favourite hunter. Challenger, was the very model of a perfect 
Arab; a light iron-grey, with broad expanded forehead, deep jowl, fine 
tapering muzzle, wide nostrils, and beautifully-placed ears ; his thin withers, 
well-placed shoulder, round carcass, compact joints, and long, sloping, 
muscular quarters, gave promise of uncommon strength and fleetness; 
whilst a full dark eye, mild as that of the Gazelle, but beaming with the 
latent fire and indomitable courage of a true sou of the desert, belied him much, 
if his endurance were not equal to his speed. In short, his figure was perfect 
symmetry, with the exception of his legs, which, although perfectly sound, 
were sorely disfigured by many a bruise and deep unsightly soar. Such 
blemishes would have given great ojffence to an English eye ; but, to one 
accustomed to the headlong pace at which the Indian hog-hunter urges his 
horse over the rocky hills, and through the thorny jungles of the Deccan, 
those honourable wounds, the inevitable portion of every good horse, who 
has carried a good rider, excited no surprise, and but little regret. 
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Cliarles’s horse. Lightning, a bright chestnut, had also sprung from 
Araby’s best blood; but his clean, unblemished limbs showed that he, 
like his master, had seen but little service in the field; whilst his fiery 
eye, restless ears, and fretful movements, together with the unusually 
long-cheeked bit, with which his bridle was furnished, led one to suspect 
that his temper, like that of most horses of his colour, was somewhat of 
the hottest. 

The horse provided for the Doctor was a strong, short-legged, service- 
able-looking hack; exhibiting somewhat less breeding, and less appearance 
of speed than his companions, whilst the deep hollows over liis eyes, 
together with his subdued manner, looked as if age, and hard service, had 
somewhat tempered the fire of his youth. But this was no disadvantage in 
the eyes of the Doctor, who, although a keen sportsman, had never been re- 
markable for desperate riding; and, provided he kept the chase in view, and 
came up in time to blood his spear before the boar had actually drawn his 
last breath, it was a matter of very little importance to him, who took the 
first spear; the spear of honour^^ he never would allow it to be, for, as he 
very justly remarked, the dangerous part of the sport often began after that 
had been taken. 

The sportsmen now mounted, without loss of time, and rode out of the 
grove, followed by their respective horsekeepers, and the whole party of 
beaters. Not a cloud appeared in the whole wide expanse of deej) blue 
sky, to veil the splendour of the tropical sun, which shot down his vertical 
rays with an intensity of heat, that threatened to penetrate to the brain, 
even through the thick hunting-caps, and damp towels, which the sports- 
men had provided, to protect their heads. A silence, deep as that of mid- 
night, pervaded the land : for nature was faint with heat, and every living 
thing had sought shelter from the merciless glare of an Indian noon, save 
the hardy hog-hunters, and the ever-ravening vulture, which, soaring at an 
immense height, almost beyond the reach of human vision, swept through 
the ah’ in wide-extended circles, seeking his obscene food in the very eye of 
the blazing sun. 
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An hour’s easy riding brought them to the place where the hogs were 
said to be marked down ; it was a rocky hill, thinly clothed with stunted 
brushwood, and rising abruptly from a bare stony plain intersected by 
numerous dry nullahs or watercourses, and dotted, in the extreme distance, 
with clumps of palm-trees, and fields of sugar-cane, to which the hogs were 
in the habit of resorting to feed during the night. 

Having ascertained the nature of the position, by a rapid glance of his 
experienced eye, Mansfield issued the necessary orders to his beaters, and 
then desired Charles and the Doctor to follow him to a small clump of date- 
trees, near the foot of the hill, where they, and their horses, might lie in 
ambush, till the hogs were roused. 

Having carefully concealed themselves amongst the trees, and ascertained 
that neither they, nor their horses, were visible from the hill-side, the riders 
dismounted, and waited with breathless impatience for the first joyous shout 
of the beaters. Charles’s heart beat almost audibly as he peeped through 
the leafy screen which concealed them, expecting every moment to hear the 
yell, which announced the finding of the mighty boar, and to see the grisly 
monster dash headlong down the rocky steep. But half an hour had 
elapsed, during which the deep silence was unbroken, and the excited 
feelings of the young sportsman were beginning to subside into something 
very like disappointment, when a distant shout came faintly on his ear, 
from the opposite side of the hill. Mansfield, who had been smoking his 
cigar, and chatting carelessly with the Doctor, started at the well-known 
sound. A grim smile curled his Hp, and fire flashed from his kindling 
eye, as he bounded to his feet, grasped his spear, and sprang into the 
saddle. 

“ Now, lads, mount!” said he, settling himself firmly in his seat, and 
grasping the reins. Mount, and be ready; we shall have him afoot 
directly.” 

The others mounted in haste, and fixed their longing eyes on the side of 
the opposite hill, whilst every nerve tingled, with an almost sickening 
sensation of wild excitement. 
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I see him ! I see him ! ” said Charles in an eager whisper ; at the same 
time tightening his reins^ and closing his heels, with an involuntary jerk, 
which made the impatient Lightning snort and rear. 

For Heaven’s sake, Charles! keep that fidgety brute of yours quiet,” 
replied Mansfield, in a chiding tone, as the gigantic boar was seen to rise 
slowly from his solitary lair on the hill-side, shaking his grey hide like a 
roused lion, and turning his head to listen to the approaching shouts of his 
pursuers. Steady, steady — not a move till I give the word, and then 
you may knock the fire out of master Lightning as soon as you like. 
That boar will try his metal both in running and fighting, else I’m mis- 
taken.” 

The beaters were, by this time, coming over the crest of the hill ; and 
the boar, apparently satisfied that his enemies were advancing in too great 
force for him to attempt resistance, began to steal away through the brush- 
wood, stopping occasionally to listen, as if debating with himself, whether 
to make for the plain, and trust to his speed for safety, or to turn, and 
charge gallantly amongst his pursuers. 

Charles, in the excitement of the moment, was several times on the point 
of raising a shout to inform the beaters, that the boar was afoot, and to 
urge them forward ; but a glance from Mansfield’s frowning eye immediately 
checked him. 

The ground now becoming more open, the boar increased his pace to a 
shambling trot ; and, the eager beaters having at the same moment caught 
sight of him, a wild unearthly yell arose, as if a whole legion of devils were 
at his heels. The chafed brute stood for one moment with upraised bristles, 
churning the white foam between his jaws; then, uttering a short, angry 
grunt, that seemed to announce his desperate determination of trying his 

speed across the plam, he dashed down the hiU, and disappeared in the 
brushwood. 

« Now we have him I Now for a glorious burst !” exclaimed Mansfield, 
graspmg his spear more firmly, and shortening his reins, in the hope of 
seeing the mighty boar burst gaHantly from the belt of low jungle which 
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skirted the foot of the hill. But no boar appeared, and Mansfield was 
about to give vent to his feelings in a very unseemly oath, when a thick 
patch of brushwood, immediately below the beaters, appeared in violent 
motion, and, next moment, a whole sounder of hog burst from the cover, 
and came scrambling down the hill; their round black backs rising and 
falling in quick succession, like a shoal of porpoises tumbling along the face 
of a giant wave. 

The excited beaters redoubled their yells, and the terrified animals, 
dashing at once through the belt of jungle took to the open ground without 
hesitation. 

Ride ! ” shouted Mansfield, in a voice clear as a trumpet-sound. And 
at that thrilling cry, the three horsemen, darting from their concealment, 
like lightning from a thunder cloud, urged their snorting hunters across the 
plain at the very top of their speed. 

Charles’s hot-blooded chestnut went tearing along with his head and tail 
in the air, and the bit in his teeth, as if determined that nothing should 
stop him till he was brought up, by running his head against a stone wall, 
or till he succeeded in breaking his own neck, or that of his rider, in one of 
the numerous ravines which lay so opportimely in the way. But this was 
no time to argue the point with a runaway horse, and Charles let him go 
to his heart’s content. 

The Doctor followed at a less headlong pace ; but, to do him justice, he 
plied the spurs, and made the old horse do his best. 

Now Charles, my boy — now for the spear of honour!” cried Mans- 
field, as he and Charles rode neck and neck, at a racing pace, over the most 
terrific ground. We are tolerably well matched as to speed, I see; and,’ 
if you can draw first blood, to dim the lustre of your maiden spear, you 
shall bear the palm, and welcome; but, by the Prophet! you must ride 
for it.” 

Hurra ! here goes for first blood then ! ” cried Charles in an exulting 
tone, at the same time shaking the reins, and driving the spurs into his 
fiery horse, already mad with excitement and lathered with foam, whilst 
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the more temperate Challenger^ although urged to his utmost speedy had 
hardly turned a hair. 

Hurra ! hurra I away they scour like falcons darting on their prey ; the 
hard-haked earth ringing like metal beneath their horses’ iron-shod hoofs, 
and a long train of dust rising like smoke behind them. 

Although the two horses were, in fact, well matched as to speed, Charles’s 
light weight soon began to tell, in favour of his horse Lightning, who 
gradually crept ahead of his antagonist, till, by the time they had got 
within a hundred yards of the hog, he was nearly half that distance in 
advance. 

" Shall I try it?” exclaimed Charles, looking over his shoulder, and 
addressing Mansfield, as the leading boar, much to his astonishment, 
bounded, with the agility of an antelope, over a yawning ravine, which 
happened to cross his path — a dry watercourse, with rocky, half-decayed 
banks, which looked as if they would crumble into dust under the light 
foot of a fawn, and as breakneck-looking a place, as the most desperate 
horseman would care to ride at. 

Ay, ay ! go along I ” replied Mansfield. A good horse can always 
follow where a boar leaps, but keep his head straight, and rattle him at it, 
as if you were in earnest; for, by mine honour, it is not a place that will 
improve on acquaintance.” 

Charles, who was just in the mood to ride at the Styx, if it had come in 
his way, drove in the spurs, and went at the leap with the heart of a lion ; 
but, just as he reached the brink, his violent brute of a horse, who had 
hitherto gone with his head in the air, and his mouth wide open, as if he 
neither knew nor cared whether there was any impediment in his way or 
not, suddenly swerved, and wheeling round, with a loud snort, dashed off 
at right angles. 


The well-trained Challenger, on the contrary, accustomed to Mansfield’s 
resolute manner of riding, and knowing, from experience, that it was in 
vain for him to refuse any thing at which he was put, cocked his ears, 
gathered his hind-legs weU under him, and quickening his stroke, as he 
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approaclied the ravine, cleared it in beautiful style, although the decayed 
rock, from which he sprung, gave way, just as his hind-feet quitted it, and 
rolled thundering to the bottom of the nullah, 

Charles had, by this time, succeeded in turning his horse, and putting 
him once more at the leap, with his head held straight, and the spurs goring 
his sides, the snorting brute went at it like a charging tiger, bounding high 
into the air, and clearing the ravine by several feet. 

The race for the first spear was now resmned in earnest, Charles straining 
every nerve to recover lost ground, and come up with Mansfield, who, 
having singled out the largest boar, was now pressing hard upon his 
haunches ; the angry brute, with foaming jaws and flaming eyes, uttering, 
from time to time, a short savage grunt, and swerving from side to side, to 
avoid the deadly thrust of the spear, which quivered, like a sunbeam, 
within a few inches of his heaving flanks. 

Charles was now nearly alongside of Mansfield, and gaining upon him at 
every stride. Both horses were beginning to show symptoms of distress ; 
but the gallant little Challenger still answered to the spur, and by one 
desperate bound, brought Mansfield almost within spear’s length of the 
boar. A long reach will do it now — and a grim smile of triumph passed 
over Mansfield’s swarthy cheek, as he leaned over his horse’s neck, and 
made a desperate lunge at the flying boar. He has it! — No I it was an 
inch too short. — Another stride will do it. — Again the trusty Challenger 
bounded to the spur — again the spear was poised for the fatal thrust — 
another second, and the glittering blade would have been quenched in blood ; 
when the boar made a short turn to the right, and dashed across Charles’s 
horse. The terrified animal made a bound to clear the hog, and as he did 
so, Charles thrust Ins spear awkwardly forward, without aim or direction ; 
the point, however, went true to its destination, and passing through the 
boar’s brawny shoulder, buried itself in the earth. The horse, at the same 
instant, stumbled over the wounded boar, and came to the ground with a 
tremendous crash, depositing his rider in the position of a spread eagle, some 
ten yards beyond him, and shivering the tough bamboo shaft of the spear 
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in a thousand pieces. But the spear of honour has been fairly won, and 
who cares for broken bones ! Hurra ! 

The wounded boar scrambled to his feet, with the splintered lance still 
sticking in his flesh, and uttering a savage grunt, was about to rush upon 
the prostrate hunter, when Mansfield, coming up at speed, speared him 
through the heart, and rolled him over in the bloody sand as if struck by a 
flash of lightning. 

Whilst Mansfield and Charles were thus engaged, the Doctor was not 
idle. Following in the wake of his companions, he had fallen in with a 
little half-grown hog, technically termed a squeaker^ which, having been 
unable to keep up with the rest of the sounder ^ now appeared in a fair way 
of falling a victim to the Doctor’s prowess, although he still made a good 
race with the old horse across the plain. 

Charles, having gathered himself up, and ascertained that neither he nor 
his horse were materially injured by their fall, was heartily congratulated 
by Mansfield on his good fortune in taking the spear of honour; and the 
two young men, having loosened the girths of their smoking hunters, now 
awaited, with much interest, the issue of the struggle between the Doctor 
and the unfortunate squeaker, 

Ha j ha ! ha ! a goodly sight. By mine honour, a goodly sight ! ” ex- 
claimed Mansfield, dofling his heavy hunting-cap, and wiping the perspiration 
from his forehead, whilst his sides shook with laughter at the strange gro- 
tesque figure which the Doctor exhibited. « Behold a second Don Quixote ! 
The Knight of La Mancha himself turned hog-hunter ! heavens and earth, 
how he rides! some evH spirit hath surely possessed him. Ha! ha! ha! 
rare — oh, rare ! ” 

Leaning well forward, with his lance couched, like a knight of old ridino- 
a tilt, and rattling his old horse orer the stones, at a terrific pace, on came 
the Doctor in a cloud of dust : his elbows projecting at right angles from 
his body; his trousers, which were guiltless of straps, rolled up, by the 
friction of the saddle, nearly to the knees; and his long, loose-jointed leo-s, 
bloody with spurring, banging against his horse’s sides, at every bound,°as 
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from the knee downwards^ they v^ere perfectly unconnected with the 
rest of his body, and were merely ingenious machines, suspended from the 
saddle, to act as stimulants to the animal’s speed. His broad-brimmed 
straw hat had, long ago, parted company with his head, but being attached 
to his button-hole by a piece of ribbon, now flapped and fluttered in the 
wind behind him. His gaunt features, which, during the last few days, 
had been scorched to a fiery red, by the action of the sun, now glowed like 
a mask of heated copper, the big drops of perspiration, which fell in a copious 
shower upon his horse’s mane, appearing actually to hiss and boil as they 
rolled over it. In short, his figure was, altogether, as perfectly grotesque, 
as any thing can well be imagined ; and the effect of the scene was not a 
little heightened when, on a nearer approach, the traces of intense excite- 
ment became visible on his countenance ; his eyes rolling wildly, his teeth 
firmly clenched, like the jaws of a rat-trap, and his parched lips trembling 
with eagerness, as he wheeled his snorting horse from side to side, mak- 
ing desperate but vain attempts to strike the active animal, which now, 
nearly exhausted, had begun to double amongst the bushes, like a hunted 
hare. 

Well done. Doctor ! Well done. Piggy ! Gallantly thrust ! Beau- 
tifully doubled!” cried the two young men, clapping their hands, and shout- 
ing with all the eagerness of spectators at a well-contested race. But the 
Doctor was much too intent upon securing his prey, to pay any attention 
to their exclamations, and went on spurring, and poking, and panting, and 
grinning, with desperate energy. At length, after many fruitless attempts, 
and being more than once nearly unhorsed, by digging the point of his 
spear, into the ground, his efforts were crowned with success. A lucky 
thrust transfixed the panting squeaker^ and the worthy Doctor, brandishing 
his spear, gave vent to as hearty a shout of triumph, as if it had been dyed 
in the blood of a second Cretan boar. 

Now, gentlemen,” said Mansfield, as the Doctor dismounted, lighted 
his ever-ready cigar, and seated himself on a stone, I shall give you five 
minutes to let your nags recover their wind after this little spurt, and then 
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we must have another beat for the great boar. This is mere child’s play to 
the work we shall have^ if we can only get him to break cover.” 

Child’s play ca’ ye it?” exclaimed the Doctor^ rubbing his aching limbs, 
and shifting his seat uneasily. My certie, it may be sae ; but I’ll tell ye 
this. Captain, they maun be gae strong tykes o’ bairns that play at it. 
Just look at that poor beast,” pointing to the old horse; ^^see to him, the 
way his tail is shaking, and his knees trembling, and his flanks heaving like 
a pair o’ smithy bellows. Troth, sir, I’m thinking it was nae bairn’s play 
for him, nor for me neither, and far less for that poor wee forajaskit looking 
deevle,” pointing to the bleeding carcass of the little pig which lay at his 
feet. Hech, Sirs!” continued he, in a moralizing tone — for the excitement 
of the chase having subsided, he began to view his victory in a less pleasing 
light, and his tender heart smote hi m , for having hunted the unfortunate 
squeaker to death, with such ruthless perseverance. Hech, Sirs ! to think 
o me, at my respectable time o’ Kfe, rampaging across the countrv^ after 
thae twa daft laddies, riding fit to brain mysel’, and amaist foundering a 
good naig ; and a’ for what ? To hae the honour o’ sticking a soo I 
and no a respectable sized soo even, far less a boar; but just a poor 
meeserable bit grise, that it’s a perfect sin and disgrace for ony respectable 
man to take the life o’. Weel, weel, they say there are nae fules like auld 
fules, and I believe it’s o’er true.” And having arrived at this comfortable 
conclusion, the worthy Doctor went on mopping his face, and puffing his 
cigar, with the air of a philosopher. ^ 

As soon as the horses had pretty weU recovered their wind, the sportsmen 
remounted, and rode slowly back towards the hill, from whence the sounder 
of hog had been driven. The beaters had already assembled on the plain, 
leaving a few experienced Shikarees, perched upon commanding eminences' 
to prevent the possibility of the old boar, which had not yet broken cover' 
from steahng away unobserved. Mansfield had just selected a tough and 
weU-poised spear, from amongst the spare weapons carried by his horse- 
keeper, and was explaining to Charles the proper manner of holdin- it 
shawmg him how the other had been broken in consequence of his "stiff 
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manner of carrying the weapon^ tucked under his arm, like the lance of a 
dragoon, instead of being lightly poised in the right hand ; when a shout 
from one of the look-out men attracted his attention, and, on looking up, he 
beheld a native perched upon a pinnacle of rock, waving his ’puggavie^ and 
pointing, with eager gestures, down the side of the hill, opposite to where 
they stood. 

By Heavens he’s off!” exclaimed Mansfield, putting spurs to his horse, 
and starting at a hand gallop. Follow me, gentlemen ; but do not press 

your horses too hard at first ; we shall want all the wind they can spare, 
when we get to the other side of the hill.” 

The belt of jungle, which skirted the base of the hill, obliged the horse- 
men to make a considerable detour, and, by the time they reached the 
opposite side, the crafty old boar, who had availed himself of a quiet 
moment to steal away, as he fancied, unobserved, now appeared a mere 
speck on the surface of the plain, making direct for another rocky hill, 
about two miles distant. 

Now, my lads, go along,” cried Mansfield, giving Challenger his head, 
and urging him at once to the top of his speed, He has got a tremendous 
start, and nothing but hard riding will avail us now ; for, if he once gains 
yonder hill, our horses, blown as they must be, will stand but little chance 
of bringing him to action,” 

The boar, finding himself hitherto unpursued, had been trotting along, at 
an easy pace, so that his pursuers gained upon him rapidly at first ; but, no 
sooner did he hear the clatter of hoofs behind him, than he turned half 
round, as if some faint idea of doing battle had crossed his mind, and 
then, uttering a savage grunt, bounded off at a pace, which, had he been 
able to maintain it for any length of time, would have rendered pursuit 
hopeless. 

" Now is the time to press him,” cried Mansfield, urging his willing 
horse to still greater exertions, although the poor brute was already 
straining every nerve to the uttermost. If we can only keep him at this 
pace, for another half-mile, we shall force the sulky brute to show fight, 
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whether he will or no ; and then, Charles, my boy, we shall have a first 
spear worth contending for.” 

They were now nearing the hill fast, and, as they approached it, the 
ground over which they rode, neck and girth, at such headlong speed, 
assumed every moment a more terrific appearance. In fact, it appear- 
ed almost miraculous that horses should be able to cross it at all; for, 
independently of the yawning ravines, and rocks, and thorny bushes 
which impeded their progress, the ground was so completely broken up 
by holes and fissures, just sufiiciently concealed, by stunted grass, to 
prevent the rider seeing them, till his horse was in the act of flying over 
them, that even at a foot-pace, a horseman would have found some diffi- 
culty in picking his steps over it. StiU, they pressed forward with undi- 
minished ardour, and, save a few desperate stumbles, no accident had yet 
occurred. 

The boar was evidently sinking fast, and the horsemen gaining upon him. 
Mansfield was aheady sufiiciently near to mark the malignant twinkle of 
his little grey eye, as he glanced suspiciously over his shoulder, measuring 
the distance, and calculating whether he had better turn upon his pursuers, 
or make one more desperate effort to gain the shelter of the hill. But still 
the foaming brute kept beyond the reach of his spear. 

The Devil take him, he’ll beat us, after all,” exclaimed Mansfield, 
driving the spurs madly into the flanks of his gasping horse, lifting him 
with both hands, and throwing him bodily forward : — his heart smote him 
as he did so, for, even in the wild excitement of that moment, he could feel 
the gallant brute reeling under him with fatigue. 

Bravely done, my trusty Challenger,” cried Mansfield, in an exulting 
tone. " One more such stride, and the spear is mine.” 

True to the last, the high-spirited creature once more answered to the 
spur ; but it was like the last bound of a wounded deer. He stumbled, liis 
trembling limbs gave way under him, and horse and rider rolled upon the 
ground. Next moment the boar had reached the goal ; and now, considering 
himself safe from further pursuit, began slowly to scramble up the rugged 



BOAK-HUNTING. 


181 


ascent, his lolling tongue, foaming jaws, and staggering gait, bearing ample 
testimony to the severity of the chase. 

Charles, whose once fiery horse was now so effectually blown, that he no 
longer answered to the spur, except by a faint groan, seeing that the case 
was desperate, raised himself in the stirrups, and hurled his spear after the 
boar ; but the weapon fell harmless amongst the rocks, and the excited boy, 
throwing himself from his reeling horse, stamped upon the ground with rage 
and vexation. 

Reader, hast thou ever chased a goodly boar over the scorching plains, 
and rocky hills of the Deccan, till thy blood boiled, and thy brain reeled, 
and thy best horse sunk under thy weight ? Hast thou ever, at the very 
moment when thy thirsty spear quivered over his brawny back — yea, even 
as the death halloo was rising to thy lips — seen the foaming brute dash into 
thorny jungle, or gain the sanctuary of inaccessible rocks ? Hast thou ever 
seen him thus laugh at thy beard, whilst thou stoodest gnawing thy finger- 
ends in impotent wrath? If thou hast, but not unless, thou mayest be 
able to form some faint idea of our young hog-hunter’s feelings, as he 
watched the slow progress of the panting boar; fancying that he could almost 
have overtaken him on foot, and yet knowing full well that he was 
effectually beyond his reach. It was the very torment of Tantalus. — 
Losing a fox is bad — missing a stag of ten, with both barrels of thine own 
favourite rifle — particularly if thou hast stalked him for the best part of a 
hot August day before getting the shot — is worse. But to be baflfled by 
an old grey boar, with tusks nine inches long, after having foundered thy 
best hunter, and imbibed a sufficient quantity of caloric to keep all the 
juices in thy body up to the boiling point for the next twenty-four hours, 
is — is . Discreet Reader, we leave thee, in the fulness of thy imagi- 

nation, to fiU up the blank, with any epithet thou thinkest most appropriate; 
if a hog-hunter, thou wilt be at no loss; if not, we would venture to 
recommend something rather energetic. 

Well, there is an end of it, I suppose; for the Devil himself would 
hardly attempt to face that pile of rocks,” said Charles, in a desponding 
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tone^ as he withdrew his longing eyes from the boar, and addressed Mans- 
field, who, having replaced his battered hunting-cap, and shaken the dust 
from his clothes, was carefully examining Challenger’s knees, to ascertain 
what damage they had sustained in the fall. 

It is bad riding-ground enough,” replied he, coolly ; but we must 
try it.— The boar is all but done for, and if we can only keep him in view, 
and force him to cross the hill, we shall make short work of it in the plain 
beyond. Just keep your eye upon him, in the mean time, and see that he 
does not give us the slip again.” 

The well-conditioned horses, although effectually blown by the severity 
of the first burst, soon recovered their wind, and the horsemen, remounting, 
began to climb the steep ascent, picking their steps with difficulty, and 
clambering amongst rocks and loose stones, where it appeared hardly pos- 
sible, even for a goat, to find secure footing. Yet the hardy sure-footed 
Arabs persevered. And, after a toilsome scramble, the hunters succeeded 
in driving the boar over the crest of the hill, and had the satisfaction of 
seeing biTn fairly on his way towards the plain. 

Here Mansfield reined up his horse for a moment, to let him recover 
breath ; while he glanced his keen eye around, to discover the most prac- 
ticable place for making a descent. Then, sitting well back, and grasping 
the reins firmly, he put spurs to his horse, and dashed, at speed, down the 
rocky hill-side ; which, although much less precipitous than the one they 
had ascended, was still sufficiently so, to have scared any other horseman 
t.liflTi a desperate hog-hunter, with his blood, as we said before, at the boiling 
point ; and even for him to attempt it, on a tired horse, appeared little short 
of madness. At least so thought our friend the Doctor, who, having made 
the circuit of the hill, now appeared on the plain below, going along at a 
steady canter, and watching the progress of the reckless horsemen with 
fear and trembling. 

Od’s my life, but that’s awfu’!” muttered he, pulling up and clasping 
his hands convulsively, as Charles’s horse made a desperate stumble, but was 
cleverly recovered by the steady hand, and good nerve, of his rider. That 
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Mansfield is just a perfect deevle incarnate when his blood is up. He’ll 
never rest till he makes that laddy Charles as ill as himsel’, if he doesna 
break his neck and his ain too afore they get to the bottom o’ that brae, as 
it’s my opinion he will do. Lord sake! there’s another awfu’ stammer! 
They’ll surely be brained.” 

But, in spite of the Doctor’s evil forebodings, the two horsemen reached 
the plain in safety, not a hundred yards from the boar’s haunches ; and the 
gallant M^Phee, fired by the sight, and forgetting in a moment all his 
prudent caution, dashed in the spurs and joined in the chase, with as much 
eagerness as if he had no neck to break. 

The Doctor’s horse, being comparatively fresh, now managed to keep pace 
with his companions ; and the three horsemen were riding abreast as the 
hunted boar approached a deep and wide stream with precipitous banks. 
This, the Doctor fancied, must either bring him to bay or force him to alter 
his course ; which, in consequence of a bend in the river, would have the 
effect of bringing him to close quarters. — An idea suddenly flashed across 
his mind that, by making a desperate rush at this auspicious moment, he 
might immortalize himself by taking the spear of honour from the renowned 
Mansfield. Fired by this magnificent thought, the excited M^Phee darted 
in the spurs, brandished his spear, and uttered a war-whoop, that made the 
old horse bound under him, as if he had been electrified. But to his 
astonishment, the boar, instead of turning, plunged from the high bank 
without ever looking behind him; and — oh ! horror ! — his two wild com- 
panions, far from hesitating, only urged on their horses to the desperate 
leap with redoubled fury. 

Stop! ye incarnate deevles!” roared the Doctor, striving desperately, 
but in vain, either to stop or turn his horse, for he was wedged in between 
the other two ; and the hard-mouthed old hunter he bestrode, excited to 
madness by the recollections of former glory, was not to be stopped by the 
power of man. Stop, ye deevle’s buckles — stop, ye misleer’d loons. Is 
it going to drown yoursels and me ye are, like the herd o’ swine possessed 
by evil speerits ? — Stop ! I say — stop ! — I canna soum ! I canna soum ! 
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— I’ll surely be drowned ! — I’ll " - ” Here the Doctor’s exclamations 

were lost in a faint bubbling cry^ as his unmanageable horse plunged with 
the others^ over head and ears, into the middle of the stream ; and by the 
time he returned to the surface, he was so nearly suffocated, that he could 
only give vent to his outraged feelings in strange inarticulate sounds. Mans- 
field, hearing the coughing, and spluttering of the poor Doctor behind him, 
turned half round, with the intention of going to his assistance ; but, seeing 
that he still clung to his horse, and that the animal was swimming strongly, 
he called out to him to hold on by the mane and fear nothing; and 
slipping himself out of the saddle to relieve his favourite horse, he swam by 
his side, supporting his head with one hand, and cheering him with his voice. 

The boar reached the opposite bank before the horsemen were half-way 
across, shook the water from his dripping hide, and casting one malignant 
glance at his pursuers, trotted on sulkily for a short distance ; then, as if 
aware that any further attempt at flight, over the wide expanse of plain 
which lay before him, would only be wasting his energies to no purpose, he 
wheeled suddenly round, erected his bristles, and stood resolutely at bay. 

Mansfield at this moment emerged from the water, dripping like a river- 
god ; and, seeing the warlike position assumed by the enemy, he uttered a 
shout of triumph, put spurs to his steaming horse, and charged him at speed 

— which, by the way, gentle reader, is the only safe manner of approaching 
a boar at bay. The savage brute having now made up his mind to fight to 
the death, uttered a fierce grunt, and dashed forward to meet him. Mans- 
field’s well-directed spear entered his chest, and passed out behind the 
shoulder ; but, in spite of the severity of the wound, the boar still rushed 
forward, shattered the bamboo, and dashing under the beUy of the unflinch- 
ing Challenger, before Mansfield had time to wheel out of the way, 
succeeded in inflicting a deep and deadly gash, from wliich the bowels 
protruded in a shocking manner. 

Charles now dashed forward to despatch the wounded monster ; but such 
was his strength and ferocity, that he rose staggering from the ground, 
rushed at the horse, knocked his fore-legs from under him, and rolled him 
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over, inflicting a cut across the shank-bones as clean as if it had been done 
by a razor. 

While the boar yet stood tottering, and meditating further mischief, the 
Doctor dashed up to him in gallant style, and, shouting at the top of his 
voice, That’s second spear, ony howl” plunged the glittering blade into 
his heart. 

The frantic brute made one desperate effort to bite through the tough 
bamboo ; but in that effort a stream of blood, mingled with foam, gushed 
from his mouth ; and uttering one shrill scream, in the weakness of expiring 
nature, he sank slowly to the ground, and died. 

Doud and long was the death haUoo, with which the exulting Doctor 
proclaimed his victory. But poor Mansfield had not the heart to join in it. 
For him, the victory had been too dearly purchased. Sitting on the ground, 
with the head of his dying horse resting on his knees, he watched his 
glazing eye, and quivering limbs, with the solicitude of a mother hanging 
over a sick child. The faithful and beautiful creature had been his com- 
panion in camp and in quarters, in battle and in the hunting-field, ever 
since he was a colt; he had shared his master’s tent, and fed from his 
master’s hand, and exhibited towards him all the affection of a dog. Smile 
not then, gentle reader, nor call it weakness, when we tell thee that a tear 
rolled down the weather-beaten cheek of the hardy soldier, as his highly- 
prized and almost faultless steed, fixing his large mild eye upon his face, 
stretched forth his stiffening limbs, and sighed forth his last breath in a deep 
groan. 

He has died nobly,” cried Mansfield, starting to his feet and dashing 
the unbidden tear from his eye. “ But never shall I forget the day that 
has cost me the life of my incomparable Challenger.” 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

THE MAN-EATER. 

N the banks of the river Cauver3r stands one of 
those mean-looking villages^ which occur^ at in- 
tervals of a few miles, thronghont the greater 
part of the Mysore country. A small mud fort, 
long since dismantled, and now almost concealed 
by jungle, overlooked a sluggish stream, whose 
dark waters lazily licked the crumbling walls. 
The snow-white egret and the stately crane waded 
amongst the shallows, with their long necks out- 
stretched, in attitudes of intense watchfulness. 
The scaly alligator lay basking on the half- covered sand-banks ; and the 
Brahminey kite hovered above the reeds, uttering its querulous note, as its 
bright chestnut wings quivered in the level beams of the setting sun. tierds 
of sluggish buffaloes, their bare black hides plastered with mud, were slowly 
returning from their pasture, a sunburnt urchin perched upon the back of 
the most docile, shouting at the top of his voice a wild recitative, addressed 
to his charge, who responded by deep surly grunts. The shrill cry of the 
wild peacock, perched upon the ruined battlements of the fort, was answered 
by his mate from the rank thicket underneath. And the soft cooing of the 
turtle-dove whispered among the mango-leaves. As evening advanced, the 
huge* vampire-bats, which hung in clusters suspended by their hinder claws 

* Flying fox of India — Wiirbagool — (JPteroptis JEdulis^ Cuv.) length of body one foot, 
expanse of wings five feet. The flesh is considered good eating by the lower castes of 
natives. 
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from the drooping branches of the banyan-trees, dropped, one by one, and 
glided silently away in search of food. Labourers, with their black blankets 
hanging over their shoulders, came in straggling parties from the fields, 
driving their bullocks before them ; and the women returned from the wells 
in picturesque groups, each supporting with one hand an earthen jar of 
antique form, gracefully balanced on her head ; whilst the silver bangles 
which encircled their ankles, made music to their light elastic step. Such 
was the peaceful scene, as evening closed upon that lonely village. 

But at intervals, a wild startling shout would come booming on the 
breeze, and ere its falling notes had died away, the cry was taken up, and 
continued from an opposite quarter. This was the Shikav’-oicj of the My- 
sore woodsman; and, to an Indian sportsman, told its tale. A jungle 
village on the banks of a river is generally haunted by a tiger ; if there be 
a ruined fort, overgrown with grass and brushwood, such probability is much 
increased — and whenever the woodcutter returns hurriedly at sunset, 
shouting that ominous holla, the chances are, that a tiger dogs his steps. 

The sun had set, and the shades of night were fast approaching, as Bung 
Bow, the venerated priest of the village, strode along the banks of the river 
to a convenient spot for making his evening ablutions. He returned with 
dignified condescension the salutations humbly offered by each ryot whom 
he met, and proceeded on, wrapped in his own meditations. Little thought 
the proud Brahmin, as he pondered over the probable success of his last 
project in priestly craft, that he was not doomed to reap its fruits. 

At a winding of the river, less than a quarter of a mile from the village, 
was a little bay, sheltered from observation by some aloe bushes. The water 
was not too deep ; and soft sand, pleasant for the foot to tread, shelved 
gradually into a clear pool. 

Here shall I enjoy a refreshing bath,” thought the luxurious priest, 
and then shall the antelope-eyed Luxshmee welcome me to her arms.” 
Having no clothes to encumber him, save a cotton wrapper round his loins, 
the devout worshipper of Vishnoo waded at once into the stream, muttering 
a prayer at every step, and commenced the important ceremony of ablution. 
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by pouring water^ from a small brass vessel^ over bis shaven crown and 
well-oiled skin. 

What rustle was that? — The Brahmin’s ears heard not, they were stun- 
ned by the cold stream that poured over them. His eyes, too, were closed, 
else would he have seen two bright green orbs, glaring fiercely upon him, 
through the branches of an aloe-bush at his side. Plis hour had come, for 
the famous Man-eater of Shikarpoor was upon his trail. Her eye had 
rested on her victim, and she thirsted for his blood. Her grim head was 
cautiously thrust through the bushes, and the striped monster issued from 
her lair with stealthy tread. Dragging her belly along the sand, her tail 
switching impatiently, her ears laid flat upon her neck, and her whiskered 
lips drawn back, so as to expose her formidable array of tusks, she crept 
silently to the brink of the water, there, gathering herself together, she 
glared for one moment on the devoted wretch, like a triumphant fiend, and 
bounding forward, threw herself upon him with a roai', which thrilled 
through his guilty soul, and drowned the death-shriek which he uttered in 
his agony. — Struggle there was none — the paw of the tigress fell like a bar 
of iron upon his skull, crushing it to the brain, and her powerful teeth met 
in his throat. Death was almost instantaneous. — A senseless body hung 
quivering in her grasp, as she turned to the shore, but she still shook it with 
ferocious energy, and buried her tusks deeper still, as it throbbed at the 
last convulsive gasp. 

This fearful death had been the fate of many a poor ryot and woodcutter 
belonging to the village, for the tigress had haunted it during several 
months. Their fate created little sensation — they were only Soodras ; but 
when a herd-boy, who had witnessed this tragedy, ran to the village, scream- 
ing, Bagli! Bagh! and announced that the Man-eater was supping on the 
blessed carcass of a Brahmin priest, the holy brotherhood were roused from 
their apathy into a state of keen excitement. Women ran about beating 
their breasts, and howling their national lament, and the village resounded 
with the dismal cries of Wahl Wah ! Bagh! Bagh! 

After a decent indulgence in strenuous demonstrations of grief, the 
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Ameldar despatched a Peon to summon Bhurmah^ the principal Shikaree of 
the village. In a few minutes he was dragged hy the officious policeman^ 
as if he were a criminal^ into the great man’s presence^ and abused^ with 
that despotic disregard of right and wrong, which ever accompanies an 
Asiatic’s possession of power. 

Bhurmah was one of the most noted Shikarees of that province; his whole 
life had been spent in watching beasts of prey ; but the dreaded tigress of 
Shikar-poor had as yet baffled him ; and now that she had killed a Brahmin, 
it followed, according to a Brahmin’s reasoning, that poor Bhurmah^ 
together with all his kindred, but more especially those of the female line, 
were every thing that is odious in a Brahmin’s eyes. Having been duly 
apprised of these fair inferences, resulting from a priest having been eaten, 
he was commanded, upon pain of an Ameldar's displeasure, to produce the 
head of the tigress before she committed further sacrilege. 

It is an order I ” answered the submissive Hindoo, shouldering the long 
matchlock on which he had leaned during this satisfactory audience. And 
the man who wore three medals on his breast, rewards for gallantry in his 
many conflicts with tigers, retired cowering from the presence of an effe- 
minate Brahmin, without a word of reply to the most insulting and unjust 
abuse. 

Bhurmahi a poor Shikaree^ and Mansfield, a British officer, were very 
different persons, and very different was the style in which the Amelda?' 
addressed them. 

As soon as he had vented his wrath upon the inferior, the administrator 
of justice penned a flowery letter to his superior, the English Burr ah- Sahib ^ 
of whose arrival in a neighbouring village he had that day been informed. 

Having described the sad event in glowing language, he proceeded to 
beg that the mighty warrior, the great and powerful Eord, in whose 
hands a lion was as a mouse, would be graciously pleased to extend the 
shadow of his protection over his devoted slaves, and come with his elephant 
and death-dealing weapon, to rid them of the destroyer of their peace.” 

Before sunset next day, Mansfield and Charles, attended by the trusty 
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Ayapdhy were galloping along a path which led to Shikarpoor, The 
Doctor, whose battered frame had not yet recovered from the eifects of the 
previous day’s adventures, had remained behind, intending to follow them 
at a more sober pace next morning. Their road lay, for some miles, 
through a bamboo jungle, the outskirts of the Wynaad Forest, and as the 
day declined, the faster did they ply their bloody spurs. 

There were mementoes enough on that silent road, to warn the traveller 
not to linger after the sun had set. Heaps of stones, raised by the passers- 
by to mark the spot where some ill-starred wretch had been killed by a 
tiger, presented themselves in many a gloomy spot ; and as the riders passed 
each of these sad memorials, the foaming Arabs were pushed on at renewed 
speed — it would not do to be benighted here. 

The open country was gained, the lofty pinnacle of the village pagoda 
was seen towering above the trees, and, ere another mile was passed, the 
riders had pulled up their smoking horses in the midst of the bazaar, and 
were surrounded by a host of natives all salaaming with true Oriental 
obsequiousness, and thrusting into their hands the offerings of fruit, without 
which it would be presumptuous to approach a superior. They were the 
authorities of the village, sleek, well-fed Brahmins, each vying with the 
other in the favour of his welcome, and prayers for the invincible warrior’s 
prosperity. 

All this must be submitted to ; and, although Mansfield fidgeted in his 
saddle, he was too well-bred to show his annoyance. He returned their 
salaamsy answered their compliments, pocketed as much of the fruit as he 
could, and insisted on the Ameldar remounting his little ambling pony, 
from which, in his humility, he had dismoxmted. With this gracious order 
the smooth-faced Brahmin complied, after a decent show of resistance, and 
was forthwith embedded in a crimson cushion, which, with its complicated 
trappings, smothered the little punchy steed, so as to leave little visible, 
save a white head, and a pink tail that swept the ground. 

A band of native musicians, armed with terrible instruments of discord, 
struck up a barbarous piece of music, that might have shattered the nerves 
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of a Highland bagpiper. Armed Peons cleared the way — the mob shouted, 
and the cavalcade proceeded. Charles was delighted with the bustle and 
novelty of the scene ; but poor Mansfield, who had long ago been disgusted 
with the barbarous pageantry and fulsome flattery of native dignitaries, 
most devoutly wished the obsequious Ameldar and his shouting myrmidons 
at the devil. 

It would have been amusing to a stranger to contrast the dusty, wayworn 
figure of the European, to whom all these honours were paid, with the 
spotless white robes, gaudy turbans, and magnificent shawls, of his fawning 
flatterers. His shooting-jacket, which had once been green, was now indeed 
a garment of many colours. His hunting-cap, bruised and battered out of 
all shape, matched it well; and brown cord breeches, met by deerskin 
gaiters, completed the attire of the weather-beaten, sun-dried sportsman, 
who rode on with Quixotic gravity, surrounded by a staring if not an 
admiring throng. Thus escorted — the noble Arab which he rode alone 
denoting his rank — Mansfield was conducted, in a sort of triumphant 
procession, to a garden on the banks of the river, where a tent was pitched 
for his reception. The elephant, just arrived, was refreshing itself in the 
stream, and a party of Coolies were cooking their messes, to recruit them- 
selves after their march. Here the Brahmins asked permission to take 
their leave — a boon most willingly granted — and Mansfield was left to a 
conference more congenial to his taste. They were no sooner gone, than 
he threw aside his coat, kicked off his gaiters, dropped into an arm-chair, 
and inhaling a long whiff from the hookah^ placed at his side by a venerable 
Mussulman, damned the whole fraternity of Brahmins for a set of hypocri- 
tical scoundrels, and despatched Ayapah to summon Bhurmah the Shikaree. 
% * * 

It was not yet light enough to distinguish objects clearly, when Mansfield 
was roused by his attendant announcing that the dawn had come, and that 
the people were ready. A sleepy voice answered, — 

Order the grey horse and the chestnut pony to be saddled. Take the 
rifles and ammunition, and go to the jungle where Bhurmah lost the trail 
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yesterday. Order the Mahout to start with the elephant immediately, and 
see that there is a bundle of rockets in the howdah. I shall be with you 
before you reach the ground.” 

The interval between the first faint dawn, and the bright glare which 
immediately precedes sunrise, in the tropics, is brief. By the time the 
two sportsmen were mounted, there was sufiScient light to enable them to 
pick out the elephant’s tracks, guided by which, they overtook the party, 
as Bhurmah was leading the way into a tigrish-looking valley, the bright 
verdure of which contrasted strongly with the brown tints of the surrounding 
country. A ravine, which was never dried up in the hottest weather, ran 
through it, and discharged itself into a tank at one extremity, where the 
cover was thickest. On that side, the jungle ended abruptly in a plain, 
where hog might be ridden, so free was it from brushwood. On this, the 
valley contracted gradually towards the hills, till it became the mere bed 
of a little moTmtain-stream. 

" I carried it thus far. Sahib, by sunset yesterday,” said the Shikaree, 
pointing to the impression of four huge paws in the soft bed of the ravine. 

Mansfield, dismoimtmg, stooped over the trad, and examined it for a few 
seconds attentively, whilst the natives awaited his opinion in silence. 
Having satisfied hunselfi he sat down, and with an air of serious gravity, 
commenced the following dialogue with Bhurmah 

" She was in no hurry when she took that line. A hurried step would 
not leave so smooth a trail.” 


“ No, Sahib, she had travelled three coss before she crossed the hills, in 
the grey of the morning, and she would come in here quietly, before the 
sun was hot. The trail was long cold when I ran it up to this juno-lc.” 

" You have been on her trail before. Is this one of her frvourite 
haunts?” 

" I have marked her into it more than once,” answered the old man. 
« But who can tell where a wandering tigress will lie down to-morrow, 
although you have found her bed warm to-day ? She is seldom more than 
twelve hours in one place, and the death-lament may now be ginOTng ten 
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coss off^ for the man she killed last night. I have lived in the jungles now 
more than thirty years^ and the people have not called me Baghrnar without 
a cause^ but this tigress has always proved too cunning for me.” 

Ay^ but you are the man, Bhurmdh^ who is destined to run her down,” 
interrupted Mansfield, who thoroughly understood native character, and 
observed that the old Shikaree^ s want of confidence had thrown a damp over 
the spirits of the rest. It is you, and you only, that shall bring her to 
bay. I was told it in a dream.” 

At this announcement, every face brightened, and every doubt of success 
vanished. 

Well, Sahib y your words must be true,” replied Bhurmah^ stroking his 
long white mustache, with a look of gratified vanity ; and as such is my 
fate, I shall follow her to the world’s end. May dogs defile her gravel — 
my only son fell under her accursed paws, and I suppose I shall die by a 
tiger, too, when my hour comes. But who can escape his fate?” 

Very true, my fine fellow; but your fate is to get another medal, for 
ridding the country of this incarnate Devil — so, let us to work. You say 
that you found no track leading from the east side into the jungle, so now 
try the outskirts to the westward with your people, while I follow the trail 
along this ravine with the elephant, and mind you get into trees the moment 
you hear me holla — I am sure she is here.” 

While the natives, fifteen in number, examined the edges of the cover, to 
ascertain if the tigress had passed through, Mansfield and Charles, mounted 
on the elephant, searched the bed of the ravine ; following the foot-prints 
until they were lost on rocky soil. After making several fruitless casts to 
recover the trail, they rejoined the natives, who had also failed in finding 
any outgoing track. A brief consultation was held, and the result was 
Bhurmak declaring his conviction that the tigress lay concealed in the 
cover. 

Mansfield, therefore, ordered every man, except Ayapah^ who would ac- 
company him on the elephant, to take up a position, by which all points 
might be guarded. And, as a further precaution, a native horseman was 
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posted on an eminence, commanding a clear view, with orders not to lose 
sight of the tigress if she broke away. 

These arrangements having been made, the stately elephant advanced, at 
the word of command, crashing his way through the yielding branches as a 
ship tosses the opening waves from her side. His progress was slow, for 
the utmost exertions of the Mahout were required to force him through 
some parts of the thicket, where masses of prickly shrubs bristled against 
him, and tough creepers matted the bushes into a compact barrier, which 
threw back the immense animal at every rush he made to beat them down. 
Some hours were spent in this arduous search. The heat was becoming 
intense ; the elephant growing sulky, and the Mahout muttering to himself 
broken sentences, expressive of impatience; even Ayapah relaxed in the 
diligent scrutiny with which he had examined each tuft of grass. But the 
leader persevered in his usual patient manner, never passing a bush until it 
was thoroughly beaten, although no trace had as yet been found to cheer 
them. Once, indeed, the elephant trumpeted, and a rustle was heard in 
front. The rifles were raised, and the eyes of the sportsmen eagerly fixed 
upon the moving bushes ; but Mansfield’s weapon was quietly replaced, and 
Charles’s suddenly snatched from his hand, as the shaggy hide of a bear 
brushed through the underwood. Charles opened his eyes in astonishment, 
at being thus unceremoniously disarmed, and turned upon Mansfield in no 
very amiable mood. But the old sportsman met his angry glance with a 
quiet smile. 

“ Come, Charley, my boy,” said he, returning the rifle, do not be angry. 
’Tis very annoying, I grant you, to be deprived of so tempting a shot; but 
I really could not afford to lose the tigress, after all the trouble she has 
given us, for the sake of a bear, which we can find at any time. You have 
no idea what skulking brutes these Man-eaters are ; they never show fight 
unless they are driven to it ; and this old devil has become so cunning, from 
being frequently hunted, that the report of a rifle would send her off to her 
stronghold among the hills, if she be within hearing.” 

One corner of the valley, in which were some withered brambles, over 
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grown by high spear-grass, was yet untried. To this the wearied elephant 
was advancing with unwilling steps, when a monkey, which had been 
quietly watching their proceedings, was observed to spring from tree to 
tree, looking down, grinning, and chattering, with every mark of violent 
agitation, while the long grass waved below him. 

Look, Sahib /” cried Ayapah^ from the back of the howdah. 

Push on the elephant to his utmost,” shouted Mansfield in a voice of 
thunder; she is there and is making off.” 

The sagacious brute knew well that his game was near. His eye glistened, 
and flapping his ears, he rushed forward with his trunk curled in the air. 

There is the trail ! ” exclaimed Ayapah, pointing to a fresh impression 
of paws on the side of the ravine. 

« Shall I cross ?” asked the Mahout, looking over his shoulder. 

Over, quick,” was the reply. She is away ! Hark to that holla!” 

While he spoke, a piercing yell proclaimed a view ; and then arose the 
wild Shikar cry, in fuU chorus, causing every nerve to thrill with excitement. 
The goaded elephant scrambled across the ravine, and threaded his way to 
the point where shouts of Bagh announced that the tigress was approaching. 
The jungle rang with the cry, and it was returned in echoes from the hills. 
Rockets were discharged, and every exertion made to hem her in ; but she 
had been hunted before, and would not be stopped. The directing signal 
from the scouts was still forward, and, before the elephant had forced a 
passage through the jungle, a Shikaree, watching the plain, waved his turban, 
and uttered the well-known whoop, which announced that she had broken 
cover. 

Confound her for a cunning devil I ” muttered Mansfield ; she has 
beaten us, and is off to the hills.” 

Charles, who had been standing up in the howdah, trembling with eager- 
ness, and stamping impatiently with his feet, as if by doing so he could 
drive the elephant faster, dropped his rifle, and sank back into his seat with 
a blank look of disappointment. 

They had now reached the open plain, and there was the Sewar, on whom 
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all their hopes of marking the game depended ; his arms and legs going like 
a windmiU in fits, screwing along his old spavined mare, in apparently hot 
pursuit of the flying tigress. He might safely have done his best, for there 
was Httle fear of a native horseman overtaking a wandering Man-eater 
across a hiUy country. But, to make « certainty more sure,” he pulled yet 
harder than he spmred; and the consequence was, a pace admirably adapted 
for raising a cloud of dust. Of course, as he intended, the tigress disap- 
peared over the brow of a hill, weU in advance, and he returned faster than 
he went, brandishing his spear manfuUy, as if he really had intended to use 
it. Without slackening his speed, he galloped up to the elejihant, all in a 
foam, and pulling the poor old mare on her haunches, by a tug that wcllnigh 
broke her jaw, blustered out a confused account of his own amazing zeal, 
and hints of what he would have done had the tigress not fled before him. 
“ Imhallahl she did not wait tiU my spear could reach her— she fled 
like a bird before a hawk !” 

It is well for you that she did so,” replied Mansfield, dryly. “ But did 
YOU mark the tigress? Was she in sight when you gained the top of the 
hill?” 

What could your slave do?” replied the Sewar, looking rather crest- 
fallen. Could he outstrip the wind?” 

This unsatisfactory reply was sufficient. Mansfield turned from him in 
disgust, and, addressing his followers, urged the necessity of pressing on at 
once, and endeavouring to hit her trail. 

« That fellow has been of little service as a marker,” he added ; but we 
may track her up again ; she has not gone far. A hundred rupees to the 
man who strikes her trail, and runs it to her lair !” 

Money will do any thing with a native. The weaidcd, dispirited Shi- 
karees roused themselves at the sound of rupees, and the chase recom- 
menced. 

From the point where the tigress was lost, they scattered themselves 
over the country, inspecting the soil with earnest gaze, as if searching for 
treasure. Some time elapsed without any discovery being made. At last 
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a young villager wlio liad been examining a sheep-track^ stopped short, and 
gave the signal of success. All ran eagerly to the spot, crowding round a 
foot-mark, which certainly was that of a tiger. 

Look at it, Bhurmahy^ said Mansfield, uncertain how to act. 

The veteran gave it a single glance, and turning away with a look of 
contempt, declared the marks to be three days old. 

An assurance coming from such authority, admitted of no dispute, and 
the search was resumed. 

As when a puppy, opening on a false scent, brings around him some 
babblers, who bustle about, whimpering and lashing their sides with their 
feathery tails; an old hound raises his head, and joins them for a moment; 
but, detecting the error at the first sniflP, leaves them with disdain to make 
his own cast ; so Bhurmah, his long white mustache giving him an air of 
peculiar sagacity, struck off from his less experienced companions, and, as if 
guided by some unerring instinct, proceeded straight in a line, which brought 
him to a little mountain-stream. Into this he dived, and, for some time, 
disappeared ; then, raising his head above the bank, sent back a thrilling 
halloo, which was answered by a shout of triumph from the rest of the 
human pack. 

«Hark to BhurmahP^ shouted Mansfield. That signal can be 
depended upon. Bravo ! old fellow ; you deserve another medal, and shall 
have it.” 

On joining him, he was found inspecting the margin of a small pool. 

She has stopped here to drink, and cannot be far ahead ; for the sun 
has not yet dried the moisture from her foot-prints.” 

This was addressed by Mansfield to his Peon, Ayapah, who, jealous that 
another should excel, began to doubt before he had deigned to look. The 
old Shikaree listened in silence, and with a smile of triumph, to the acknow- 
ledgment, which, after a careful examination of the spot, the Peon was 
obliged to make, that they were now on the true scent. 

The new trail was followed up rapidly, each step eliciting some cheering 
remark, as to its distinctness. It had been found upon the summit of the 
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hills, where a considerable extent of table-land intervened before the coun- 
try beyond became visible. Over this the Shikarees proceeded at a long 
trot without a check, till the plain lay stretched beneath them. A flock of 
goats was feeding amongst the rooks on the mountain side, watched by a 
shepherd, who sat motionless, like a bronzed figure, on the heated rocks. 
The little grey fox basked in the sun, heedless of his proximity ; and the 
wolf passed by at a lazy trot, lolling out his tongue, and hanging his 
slouching head as if indiiferent to the presence of man. Ranges of naked 
rocks encircling a plain of barren sand, like a vast amphitheatre, met the 
eye on every side. The scanty vegetation was scorched into a uniform sun- 
burnt tint, and the few sickly date-trees which reared their stunted heads in 
the midst of the wilderness, only served to heighten the appearance of 
desolation. There is something peculiarly wild in such a scene. A sky 
without a cloud, a plain without a spot of verdure ci'acked into gaping 
fissures, and the sun, like a ball of burnished metal, blazing over its naked- 
ness. No smoke to mark the site of a single hut ; no ti’ace of man, save 
that solitary goatherd, passing his life amongst the beasts of the desert, and 
they not fearing him. 

So far the party had pursued the wandering tigress by her trail. The 
nature of the chase was now altered. 

While the natives stood clustered together at fault, having lost the track 
among stones, Mansfield was looking around, considering where they would 
probably bring her to bay, when his quick eye perceived the goats to start, 
and scramble in confusion up the rocks. 

My rifle, Ayapah ; there she goes ! ” 

It was indeed the hunted tigress once more in view. Charles threw 
forward his rifle, and fired without a moment’s hesitation, although the 
tigress was nearly three hundred yards distant. But the bullet fell far 
short of its intended mark. 

That is rather too long a range for accurate sliooting. Master Chaxdes,” 
said Mansfield 5 we must push on and get nearer. She can never keep up 
that pace under such a sun.” 
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Sahih^ if an old man may speak,” interrupted Bhurmah, it will be 
better to remain quiet. She is making straight for her house — that ravine 
below us. There she will lay up. I have followed her trail into it before 
now.” 

I dare say you are right,” replied Mansfield, watching the tigress with 
his glass. She is nearly blown. Ay, now she looks back — I can see 
her jaws wide open, her tongue is hanging a foot out of her mouth, and is 
as white as her teeth. We have her now, she has disappeared under the 
bank. Her race is run, and she must stand to bay. But, oh ! for two hours 
more of daylight ! ” he added, looking at the lengthening shadows on the 
plain. 

It is a stronghold she has chosen,” observed Bhurmah, I have seen 
a tiger hold out for a whole day against three elephants in that very place, 
and you may be sure the Man-eater of Shikarpoor knows the strongest 
part.” 

“ She shall not beat us,” exclaimed Mansfield, rising and motioning to 
the Mahout She shall not beat us, if we should be forced to burn her in 
her lair. Come on ! ” 

The bushes are green,” quietly observed Blmrmah 

By the time the indefatigable band had surrounded their game, the sim 
was gilding the hill tops with its setting rays. Not a moment was lost. 
Bhurmah mounted the howdah that he might guide the Mahout at once to 
the spot where he expected to find the tigress, for he knew every inch of 
the ground, and, on this occasion, he was not mistaken. The experienced 
Shikaree brought the elephant under a clump of bauble bushes which grew 
upon a high ledge of almost perpendicular rock. Farther progress was im- 
possible. Pointing upwards to an opening in the grass, through which a 
heavy animal had evidently passed, he said. 

There is her den !” A low growl from the centre of the bushes con- 
firmed his accuracy. 

She had chosen her stronghold admirably. It was protected, in front, 
by a mountain-stream, and backed by a perpendicular rock, which projected 
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over it so as to shelter it from above. Mansfield looked in vain for a path 
where the elephant might find footing. There was none. A man might 
have reached the den by climbing ; but certain death would have been the 
fate of him who dared to approach the watchful tigress. One chance of 
success still remained^ and it was adopted. The elephant having been with- 
drawn^ Mansfield and Charles posted themselves on a rock^ sufficiently high 
to protect them from the tigress, in the event of her bolting, and directed 
the people to bombard her position with rockets from the opposite height. 
But all was ineffectual. Showers of rockets lighted up the gloomy chasm, 
and ignited the thin grass along its edges, but it quickly consumed, without 
spreading to the bushes in which she lay : they were green and would not 
burn. 

When the whole stock of combustibles had been exhausted, rocks were 
hurled down, and volleys of matchlocks fired; but the only result was an 
occasional surly growl; and the party, wearied and dispirited by their 
fruitless efforts, were unwillingly obliged to retire, it having become too 
dark for further operations. 

For three whole days the same party traversed the country without finding 
a mark, or hearing any intelligence of the dreaded tigress. But she was 
pursued by men who had sworn that she should die, and the ardour of their 
search was not relaxed. 

On the morning of the fourth day, whilst Bhurmah and his men were 
trying some covert in the neighbourhood, two herd-boys sat watching their 
buffaloes, in that valley where the pursuit had first commenced. They 
cared little about tigers ; for they knew that the old bull of their herd 
would protect them while they kept at his side. And now that the great 
Man-eater had been driven from the neighbourhood, there was nothing to 
fear. Thus, unsuspicious of danger, the boys sauntered along, picking 
berries, and amusing themselves with childish sports, till they had wandered 
a considerable distance from their protectors. 

Alas ! the destroyer was at hand. She had crept from bush to bush, so 
silently, that her heavy breathing first gave warning of her approach. The 
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hindermost child turned round, his heart heating with a vague presentiment 
of danger. The fierce eye of the tigress naet his. He uttered a scream of 
terror, and shrieked the fearful name of BagJi! The sound had scarcely 
passed his lips, when the terrible roar of the monster shook the earth, and 
his small bones crackled between her jaws. The other boy fled to the 
nearest tree, into which he climbed with the agility of a monkey ; from 
thence he saw the tigress toss her prey over her shoulder, and trot back, 
growling, to the jungle. As soon as she was out of sight he hurried to the 
village to give the alarm ; and, in less than an hour, Mansfield and his fol- 
lowers, guided by the little herd-boy, were on their way to the fatal spot. 

It was a sight to melt the heart, to see that poor trembling child standing 
with the tears rolling down his cheeks, over the scene of the late tragedy. 

The ground was spattered with the blood and brains of his brother ; and 
as he told his melancholy tale, a cold shudder ran through his little frame, 
and choked his feeble voice, each time that his downcast gaze fell upon the 
horrible traces. 

Mansfield drew a rough hand across his eyes, as he ordered the elephant 
to kneel, in a voice that faltered. 

Ask that boy, one of you,” said he, addressing a Peon^ if he would 
like to come with me, on the elephant, and see that cursed tigress die.” 

The man whom he addressed stared ; and a murmur of amazement ran 
around, at an offer so little in conformity with a native’s idea of becoming 
dignity. To mount a naked outcast boy upon the same elephant with an 
English Burrah Sahib / The idea was almost sacrilegious. But the honest, 
manly heart of Mansfield knew no such petty pride, and he repeated his 
orders in a tone which admitted of no remonstrance, whilst he cast a look of 
kindness on the poor despised child, whose large black eyes were fixed upon 
him, with a look of stupified amazement. He was reluctantly obeyed: 
Charles had taken his seat, and Mansfield was about to follow, when the 
elephant, tired of kneeling so long on hard ground, gave utterance to his 
annoyance, by an angry roar. 

Before the elephant had time to rise, the buffaloes, which had been (quietly 




202 THE OLD FOBEST BANGER. 


grazing round the edge of the jungle, raised their heads, snorted, and rushed 
in a body towards one point, bellowing furiously. 

Baghl BaghP^ shrieked the terrified child, cowering down into the 
bottom of the Jiowdah, 

By Heavens, it is !” cried Mansfield, springing to the ground. She 
has taken the alarm already. — The large rifle, quick I” 

Ayajpah thrust it into his hand. Setting the third sight, for a long shot, 
he stretched hack one leg, and slowly raised the heavy weapon to his eye, 
his finger feeling the trigger, with a pressure so gradual, that the barrel 
seemed to pour forth its contents, spontaneously, at the instant it rested 
motionless. 

That hit her! ” he calmly observed, as he dropped the discharged weapon 
into the hollow of his arm, and stood for a moment to watch the effect of 
the shot. 

The tigress, who was stealing along, at a distance of full two hundred 
yards, uttered a short angry roar, and dropped on her knees. When she 
rose, one fore-leg hung dangling from her shoulder, and in this crippled 
state she slunk into cover, pursued by the buffaloes, bellowing at her 
haunches. 

A murmur of admiration ran around the bystanders at this exhibition of 
skill, which so far exceeded what the majority thought possible, that it 
seemed more than human, and made them look upon the successful marks- 
man almost in the light of a Hemi-god. Even old Bhurmali could hardly 
believe his senses, when he heard the soft thud of the bullet, and saw the 
animal drop, at a distance so far beyond the range of his own trusty 
match- lock. And the poor little herd-boy clasped his hands together, 
and his large eyes ghstened with tears of gratitude when the joyful shout 
announced that his dreaded enemy was disabled from flight, and her death 
certain. 

Without noticiug the admiration which his skilful shot had occasioned, 
Mansfield reloaded his rifle with scrupulous exactness, and took Hs seat in 
the howdah beside Charles, with the wondering herd-boy between them. 
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Old Bhurmah climbed up on the elephant’s crupper to insure being in at 
the death, and the stately animal marched up to the final encounter. 

Drops of blood guided them to the bush in which the wounded tigress 
lay. The heavy foot of the advancing elephant shook the ground. She 
raised her head, laid back her ears savagely, and ceased licking the blood 
from her shattered shoulder. Mansfield cautioned Charles to be ready, but 
not to fire in a hurry, as he would wait for him to take the first shot. They 
were now near enough to observe the bush agitated, as if she was collecting 
herself for a rush, and a low growl gave forth its warning. Old Bhurmah 
danced about like a maniac, one hand grasping the back of the howdah to 
support himself, the other brandishing his sword; and his long white 
mustache, which curled up to his eyes, giving him a look of ferocity almost 
equal to that of the tigress. The sagacious elephant twisted his trunk up 
to be out of harm’s way, and advanced cautiously another step. A louder 
growl increased to a short hoarse roar. 

Keep him steady now, — she is coming,” said Mansfield, addressing the 
Mahout with perfect coolness. Charles held his breath, and his eyes seemed 
as if starting from his head with excitement, as he cocked both barrels of 
his rifle, and half raised it to his shoulder. 

No hurry, boy ; take her coolly,” said Mansfield. 

The branches crashed — a brindled mass gleamed through them — and the 
tigress sprang forth. Her flaming eye gazed wildly around, then settled on 
her foes. Every hair in her body stood erect — her tail lashed her painted 
sides, and her flanks heaved laboriously, as if almost suffocated with rage. 
Uttering a deep growl, she arched her back and lowered her head for a 
spring. 

Now !” 

Quick as lightning followed the flash of the rifle, both barrels being dis- 
charged almost simultaneously, and the tigress staggered back with two 
balls in her chest. She recovered her footing, and was in the act of 
bounding forward to the charge, when a shot from Mansfield’s unerring rifle 
entered her brain. She dropped from her proud attitude, and the famous 
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Man-eater of Shikarpoor lay gasping in a pool of bloody wMcli gushed from 
a ragged hole between her eyes. 

Whilst Ayapdii busied himself in the important operation of singeing the 
whiskers of the dead tigress^ the overjoyed natives crowded around rending 
the air with shouts^ and invoking blessings on the head of the Burrali Saliib^ 
the invincible slayer of wild beasts, whose powerful hand had rid the country 
of this dreadful scourge. 

Mansfield and Charles reloaded their rifles, and, guided by the keen eye 
of old Bhurmahi followed the back trail to examine the lair of the famous 
Man-eater. They now forced their way through the tangled brushwood 
without fear of danger ; and, in the heart of a thick clump of bauble bushes^ 
soon found the half-devoured remains of the unfortunate herd-boy. On a 
further search, many more ghastly traces were found of the dreaded mon- 
ster’s fearful devastation. Human bones, and human bones alone — for, of 
late, she had confined herself exclusively to man-eating — lay scattered 
about in various directions ; and one there was, which, more than all the 
others, smote the heart of Charles with a feeling of deadly sickness. It 
was a mangled and disjointed skeleton; but the long sillcen tresses of a 
woman still hung in tangled masses from the grinning skull ; and silver 
hangles^ once the cherished ornaments of female beauty, now encircled 
bleached and marrowless bones. What a fearful mockery of human vanity 
was this I And, oh I what dreadful pangs had racked those fleshless bones! 
What maddening thoughts had flitted through that now senseless skull 1 
What wild shrieks of despair had been uttered by those mouldering jaws, 
ere the trembling spirit took its flight I How many unavailing tears have 
been shed for the untimely, perhaps unknown fate of her, who, now a loath- 
some skeleton, may once have been the smiling beauty of the village I 

perhaps a beloved wife! — ^perhaps the widowed mother of children! — 
helpless, friendless children, who now look in vain for the fond smile of 
maternal tenderness, in the cold eyes of strangers; and, with feeble voices, 
call upon the name of her who loved them. 

Eeader, if thou hast ever assisted in slaying a Man-eater ; if thou hast 
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ever gazed on such a scene as this, thou wilt doubtless have felt, as Charles 
did, something more than a hunter’s triumph at the successful termination 
of thy labours; and thy heart will have swelled with a grateful consciousness 
of having been an instrument in the hands of Providence, to deliver thy 
helpless fellow-creatures from one of the most dreadful scourges by which 
the human race is persecuted — a confirmed Man-eater. 
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CHAPTER XV. 

THE SACEED VILLAGE. 

EEOEE daylight, on the morning after the suc- 
cessful encounter with the Man-eater, Mansfield 
and Charles, accompanied by the Doctor, who 
had joined them on the previous evening, were 
making the best of their way, across a wide 
extent of barren plain, towards the sacred island 
of Seevasamoodrum. Here they intended to 
halt for a day, on their way home, to visit the 
celebrated falls of the Cauvary. The country 
over which they travelled being of that unin- 
teresting character which affords neither fine scenery nor any prospect of 
adventure, beyond a chance shot at an antelope or a bustard, Mnnafi p pi be- 
guiled the tedium of a long march by giving his companions a description 
of the island and the falls. This our readers will perhaps pardon us for 
repeating, in as few words as possible, to save explanation hereafter. 

Seevasamoodrum, one of the small islands of the river Cauvary, affords an 
object of interest to the antiquary, as having been the site of the ancient 
and sacred city of Gungah Parah. It is now almost a wilderness, over- 
grown with high jungle grass, and forest trees ; the only traces of its former 
splendour which now remain being the ruins of two or three Pagodas, with 
fragments of ancient sculpture, half buried in the earth. It is also in- 
terestmg to the admirer of nature, from the beauty of its scenery, and the 
magmficent falls which the river forms on either side of it; and to the 
sportsman, as being a favourite haunt of tigers and other wild a.r.;moTc 
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The island still retains its sacred character, and a few modern Pagodas 
have sprung up among the ruins, like suckers from a decayed root, afford- 
ing shelter to a nest of lazy Brahmin priests, its only inhabitants. It is 
the property of a petty Jagheerdar, named Rhamaswamy, who, from having 
been head servant to an European gentleman, has gradually amassed a 
fortune, and raised himself to a situation of some importance. Whether he 
came by his wealth honestly or otherwise, does not appear. But, at all 
events, he has shown his gratitude to those from whom he derived it, hy 
erecting upon the island a handsome, well-furnished house, the hospitable 
doors of which are ever open to his European friends. An establishment 
of servants, and a palanquin, are also kept. And, to particular friends, the 
key of a well-stocked cellar is generally offered, although few trespass so 
far upon his hospitality as to make use of it. 

The larger branch of the river, which flows on the western side of the 
island, forms the fall called Gungan Jookiy^ or the Leap of Gungah.” 
The corresponding fall, on the eastern side, is called Bir Jooki^'' from 
Bir^ a banyan-tree. The legend from which the falls derive their names, is 
as follows. It is a translation from an ancient Hindoo MS. preserved in 
one of the Pagodas of Seevasamoodrum. 

Gungah Raj, king of Seevasamoodrum, had a servant, whose name 
was Humpah. This man conceived a violent desire to eat at the table of 
Gungah Raj. But being of low caste, his doing so would, according to the 
religion of the Hindoos, have been considered an abominable pollution. 
His wish was at length gratified in the following extraordinary manner. 

As Humpah one day wandered along the bank of the river in a melan- 
choly mood, thinking how he might possibly accomplish the object of his 
wishes, he met a young woman, bearing upon her head a pitcher of milk. 
The woman addressed Humpah, and demanded the cause of his melancholy. 
He, being ashamed, refused to tell her. But the woman was a sorceress, 
and not only informed him that she was aware of his desires, but promised, 
on certain conditions, that they should be gratified. Humpah having 
agreed to her terms, she procured a young hiv^ or banyan-tree, which had 
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Mansfield laughed heartily at the idea of embarking three fiery horses in 
a frail hasket-hoat, and explained that he only intended to take them in 
tow, and make them swim. To accomplish this, in so rapid a stream, and 
with so many impediments in their course, appeared to Charles little less 
difficult then embarking them at once. But, although he fully expected to 
be forced to swim for his life, before they reached the opposite side, he put 
the best face he could upon the matter, and looked on in silence. 

The horsekeepers having removed the saddles and bridles, and fastened a 
rope round the neck of each horse, jumped into the basket-boat, and holding 
the end of the rope, called to their respective charges to follow them. The 
sagacious animals reluctantly obeyed, snorting and pawing, as they 
gradually waded into the water, till it suddenly deepened, and they were 
obliged to betake themselves to swimming. Once fairly afloat, the horses 
were pulled up close to the edge of the basket, and the horsekeepers, 
holding the rope in one hand, caressed the heads of their favourites with 
the other, whilst they strove to encourage them by every term of endear- 
ment, which the fondest nurse could have lavished on a frightened child. 

It is beautiful to witness the mutual attachment which exists between an 
Indian groom — than whom there is no better groom in the world — and his 
horse ; and enough to make an Englishman blush for his' country, when he 
thinks of the barbarous treatment, which even the best-guided horses 
sometimes meet with among his more civilised brethren. But this is a 
digression, and one for which English grooms, at least, and perhaps English 
steefle chasers, will hardly thank us. Well ! no matter — it is a short one 
— and if it happen to meet the eye of those worthies — an honour we hardly 
dare to hope for — they may revenge themselves by calling the Forest 
Ranger an ""Old Eogy,” which will be no great matter either: so let us 
return to our subject. 

One vigorous push sufficed to launch the frail bark, with her living cargo 
and appendages, from the sheltered nook where she lay, into the angry 
flood ; and sent her sweeping along with fearful rapidity, amidst rocks, 
and shoals, and quicksands. The ragtag waters hissed, and roared, and 
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boiled; the horses snorted ; the boatmen shouted; and all appeared a scene 
of wild confusion ; whilst, to add to the horror of a novice in such matters, 
the scaly snout of a hungry alligator would ever and anon thrust itself 
above water, as if to remind the rmfortunate occupants of the whirling 
basket, that an upset in such company would probably be attended with 
more serious consequences than a wet jacket. The quick eyes and nervous 
arms of the practised boatmen, however, carried them safe through all 
difficulties. 

They had just escaped, by something like a miracle, from being dashed 
to pieces on a pointed rock, and had got into the strength of a rapid which 
appeared to be hurrying them towards inevitable destruction in a boiling 
whirlpool, when by a dexterous push, given at the right moment, the frail 
bark was diverted from her course, and even Mansfield drew his breath 
more freely, as he perceived that she had been caught up by a smooth 
current of back-water, and was gliding swiftly and steadily towards the 
bank. 

" Weel, weel ; thanks be to goodness we’r no’ born to be drowned ; 
although some o’ us may be spared to stretch a tow yet : and that’s a 
comfortable reflection.” So said the Doctor, now breaking silence for the 
first time, and diving into his capacious pocket, in search of his snuff-muU. 

Which do you call a comfortable reflection. Doctor? ” said Mansfield, 
laughing. The certainty of our not being born to be drowned, or the 
probability of some us living to be hanged — eh? ” 

Whist noo. Captain, wi’ your ill-timed jokes,” replied the Doctor, 
cramming a huge pinch of snuff up his nostrils, and trying to look grave in 
spite of a strong inclination to laugh. Be thankfu’ that ye are in a dry 
skin, my man, and dinna be o’er sure it’s no’ yoursel’ that has the hangman’s 
mark on him — ye hae an awfu’ hempy look whiles — and, by my troth, I 
hae seen as likely a lad come to an ill end.” 

Having landed in safety, the dripping half-drowned horses were rubbed 
down and saddled, and the travellers, remounting, rode on slowly towards 
the village. 
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It was a loyely morning. The sun^ although brightj even for an Indian 
sun, had not yet been sufficently long above the horizon to render the heat 
oppressive. The balmy morning air had still all the freshness and elasticity 
of youth. The dewdrops hung, like liquid diamonds, from the long 
pendant branches of the stately palm-trees, which bent gracefully over the 
wimpling river, as if lost in admiration of their own beautiful forms. On 
the opposite bank, the picturesque huts of the village, half-concealed amidst 
a grove of venerable trees, with the richly-carved pagoda rearing its head 
proudly in the midst, were brightly reflected from the surface of a deep still 
pool of the river. And on the strand, and in the water, were numberless 
groups of natives, adding beauty to the scene, by every variety of graceful 
di'apery and picturesque colouring. In a sequestered nook, at cautious 
distance from the contaminating presence of his less holy brethren, a devout 
Brahmin performed with scrupulous exactness the prescribed number of 
priestly ablutions, muttering as he did so his pharisaical prayers. And, on 
the bank above, a Fakir — a Mahometan devotee — naked as at the day of 
his birth — for your devout Fakir does not condescend to the common 
decencies of life — lay extended at full length upon his back, with his long 
tangled locks, which shears had never dared to violate, carefully spread out 
to dry. He also oifered up his morning prayers, and ever as he told a bead, 
he cast a look of proud contempt on the benighted Pagan, who, in the 
plenitude of his ignorance, shaved his head and clothed his body. Here a 
group of laughing girls disported themselves, like bathing nymphs, amidst 
the sparkling water, whilst their companions, who had not yet completed 
their morning task, came and went, balancing elegantly-formed jars on 
their still more graceful heads ; their silken robes filling the air with the 
per&me of sandal-wood, and the heavy silver bangles^ which encircled their 
ankles, making music to their light elastic steps. There, a professional 
water-carrier, like an overloaded beast of burden, plodded along under the 
weight of his well-filled leathern bag, regardless of all, save the speedy 
completion of his laborious duty. In one corner of the bay a group of 
industrious fishermen plied their trade, casting their circular nets with 
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skilful hand. And in another, a warlike band of Mysore horsemen, armed 
to the teeth, and soiled with dust, looked upon the gay scene in stern 
silence, whilst their wearied steeds eagerly plunged their muzzles into the 
stream, and swallowed copious draughts of the refreshing beverage which 
had not blessed their sight for many a weary mile. 

The stately adjutant, his ponderous bill reposing on his breast, with a 
look of dignified importance, stalked fearless amidst the crowd. And the 
sacred monkeys, presuming on the sanctity of their character, frisked and 
bounded among the branches overhead; now descending to levy their ac- 
customed tribute from the fruit basket of a passing Brahmin ; and now in- 
sulting, with curiously abstruse grimaces, the profane vulgar, who dared to 
pass them by unnoticed. 

It was altogether such a scene as a painter would love to study, or a poet 
to dream of — a scene all life, and beauty, and apparent happiness. Who 
could look upon the fair face of nature on such a morning as this, and call 
himself an atheist ? Or what gloomy philosopher would dare to say that 
this is not a fair world — a world formed for happiness ? 

The heavens smile — the earth smiles — the glad waters smile, as they 
fiow along their sunny course, through evergreen woods and flowery 
meadows. — The beasts of the field feed, and are thankful — the birds of the 
air sing for gladness — the very insects which live but for a day, sipping 
the dew of heaven, and dancing in the sunbeams, are grateful for their 
short hours of happiness : and yet man, man alone of all God’s creatures, 
looks with a jaundiced eye upon the beautiful works of nature, and says 
there is no God ! or if there be, that he is a God to be feared, not loved. 
Why is this ? So thought Charles as he gazed upon the scene in silent ad- 
miration. An answer was at hand. 

Hark to that strain of barbarous music 1 Behold that far-winding pro- 
cession approaching from the sacred village of the Hindoo ! Mark that 
group of dancing girls — the fairest, yet most dissolute of their sex — singing 
the praises of their demon God ! The gorgeous car elaborately carved with 
the most obscene figures, bearing aloft the hideous idol of their worship ! 
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The crowd of frantic devotees dancing and shouting with the air of maniacs 
as they draw him along^ and ready to throw themselves^ a willing sacrifice, 
beneath the wheels of his chariot. See the crafty priests decking the carved 
image with garlands, and chanting his praises to excite his benighted wor- 
shippers to still more frantic deeds of superstition. Look upon this — a 
religious ceremony — contrast it with the beautiful simplicity of nature, and 
wonder no longer that man is discontented — miserable ! To one sunk in 
such depths of ignorance, the voice of nature will call unheard, the light of 
truth will shine unseen, leaving his darkened mind heedless as the mountain 
air, through which the eagle’s wing hath passed. 

Charles turned with horror from the disgusting pageant, and spurred in 
haste after his companions. 

A short ride brought our travellers to the village ; their way lying through 
cultivated fields of rice, cotton, and indigo, intermixed with patches of that 
graceful plant, the Palma Christi, from which castor oil — the common 
lamp-oil of the lower classes in India — is prepared. Passing through de- 
serted streets — for the whole male population of the village had poured 
forth to swell the procession of their idol — and stopping for a moment to 
admire the beautiful architecture of the pagoda, guarded by a gigantic 
image of the sacred cow, elaborately carved in black marble, they came 
upon an open space beyond the village, and found themselves in front of a 
handsome bung alow ^ built in the European style. Under a lofty portico, 
supported by chunam pillars, a band of obsequious native servants, in 
flowing robes and crimson turbans, stood ready to receive them ; and a fan- 
tastically-dressed trumpeter, bearing a huge serpent-shaped instrument, 
decorated with a fringe of tigers’ tails, brayed forth a deafening welcome. 

Charles, who had not been prepared for any thing on so grand a scale, 
was struck dumb with admiration ; and his astonishment was not a little in- 
creased when, on entering the house, they were ushered into a lofty apart- 
ment, richly carpeted, the walls covered with the most expensive English 
prints, intermixed with oil paintings of Rhamaswamy and his family ; the 
furniture being of the best European manufacture, and the tables covered 
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with china, or-molu clocks, and other little ornaments, which one would 
expect to find in a lady’s boudoir, rather than in the house of a native. 

Having given his visiters time to admire the decorations, and particularly 
solicited their attention to a highly-coloured, but villanously-executed 
painting of their absent host, Mr. M — conducted them to the next room, 
where a breakfast-table was prepared in the European style, besides being 
loaded with a profusion of the rarest tropical fruits ; and having shown the 
travellers to their respective bath-rooms, the polite major-’domo took his 
leave for the present, leaving them to refresh themselves after the fatigues 
of their journey. 

Weel, here’s long life to Ehamaswamy I” exclaimed the Doctor, laying 
aside his knife and fork, and proceeding to wash down a most substantial 
breakfast with a goblet of cool claret. He is a gentleman every inch o’ 
him, in spite o’ his name ; and, by my troth, he kens how to make himsel’ 
comfortable, there’s nae doubt o’ that, for there’s no a better keepit house 
than this in a’ Madras.” 

You do injustice to the hospitality of our worthy host,” said Mansfield; 
he never inhabits this house himself, it is kept up entirely for the ac- 
commodation of his European friends ; and when he visits the island, he 
takes up his abode in one of the neighbouring Brahmin’s houses, living 
upon the frugal fare of the most abstemious Hindoo.” 

Weel, weell mair’s the pity,” replied the Doctor, availing himself of 
the opportunity to fill another bumper of claret. " But it only proves him 
to be mair o’ a gentleman than ever ; so here’s to him again, honest man, 
and may grace be given him to quit eating cauld rice, and betake himsel to 
the mair Christianlike vivers o’ het beefsteaks, and weel corket claret.” 

Breakfast being finished, our friends lighted their cheroots and sallied 
forth on foot to visit the great fall of Gungan JooM. Mr. M — attended 
to act as cicerone^ and the trusty Ayapahy who considered himself an in- 
dispensable appendage to his master, followed at a respectful distance. He 
was armed to the teeth, as usual, for he loved his weapons as a woman loves 
her ornaments, and on his shoulder he bore Mansfield’s ever-ready rifle. 
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This was the weapon which he respected above all others — no profane 
hand ever dared to touch it — and the worthy Ayajpah never threw it 
across his shoulder, without assuming a look of determination, which might 
have struck awe even to the heart of a tiger. 

The branch of the river which forms the great fall of Gungan Jodki is 
divided into two streams, just at the point where it throws itself over the 
precipice, by a small island without name. We used, in our younger days, 
to caU it Tiger Island,” from the circumstance of our having encountered, 
and narrowly escaped being devoured by a family of these amiable animals 
the first time we set foot upon it — and so “ Tiger Island ” let it be. The 
appearance of an island in such a situation, tottering, as it were, on the 
brink of destruction, is very strildng. It gives one the idea of its having 
been floated down the river, and accidentally stopped by some impediment, 
just as it reached the brink of the cataract. The river, which for some 
distance above the island flows along with a gentle current, here assumes a 
new character ; the divided streams, as if irritated by their abrupt separation, 
sweep fiuiously along their rocky channels, fretting like parted lovers, till 
having reached the brink of the precipice which forms the fall, they bai l 
their approaching union with a shout of triumph, and throwing them- 
selves headlong from a height of nearly three hundred feet, are again united. 
The ever-glowing rainbow, which floats upon the spray, forms their bridal 
wreath, and echo sings a marriage-hymn amidst the rocks and caverns of 
the surrounding mountains. It is a song of thunder — fit music for such 
giant lovers. 
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CHAPTER XVL 

TIGER HUNTING AT THE FALLS OF THE CAUVARY. 


)E left our three friends, attended by Mr. M- 



and the trusty Ayapah^ on their way to visit the 
great fall of Bir JooM. We have already, in 
our last chapter, inflicted upon our readers a 
translation of the Hindoo legend, from which 
this fall derives its name. We have also 
attempted to present them with a faint outline 
of the river, and Tiger Island. We must now 
try to describe the fall itself. But, being aware 
that the subject is one considerably beyond our 
powers, we feel ourselves in honour bound to forwarn our gentle reader of 
the fact ; and to beg, if he have the slightest objection to a bad description 
of fine scenery, that he will be kind enough to skip over the next few pages, 
and either take our word for it that Bir Joaki, in spite of its barbarous name, 
is one of the grandest falls in the world, or, if that be not sufficient, let him, 
after having applied to us for a letter of introduction to our friend 
Rhamaswamy, take his passage in the first ship bound for Madras, hire a 
palanquin, with twelve bearers, and a Mussaulcliee — make the best of his 
way to the Island of Seemasavoodrum, and judge for himself. 

After walliing about a mile, the party struck into the low belt of jungle, 
which skirted, and concealed the river ; and, descending by a rugged path, 
suddenly emerged upon a smooth platform of rock, directly facing the 
principal fall, and about a hundred feet above the level of the basin, into 
which the cataract discharged itself. On their left, and so close to their 
position, that the rock on which they stood trembled as if shaken by an 
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eartliqiiake, one branch of the river came hounding from ledge to ledge of 
rock, forming a succession of roaring cataracts, and hurrying along, in its 
headlong course, huge masses of rock, the crash of which might be heard, 
even amidst the din of raging waters. Directly opposite, the great fall 
rushed in one unbroken sheet of water, over a perpendicular cliff, nearly 
three hundred feet in height, and was lost in the cloud of spray, which, 
rising from the dark abyss, hke steam from a boiling caldron, rolled away 
in light eddying wreaths, along the sides of the surrounding mountains. 

So stupendous a scene, bursting suddenly upon the beholder, is almost 
overpowering. The steady, unceasing, irresistible, rush of the eternal 
waters — giving one the idea, more than any other object in nature, of un- 
limited power — the fearful turmoil, unseen though heard, in the fathomless 
gulf below, the dull monotonous roar, the mysterious cloud of vapour, all 
tend to bewilder the senses. The head swims, the sight is dazzled, the ear 
is stunned, all the faculties appear to be paralysed. Man feels his own 
insignificance, and the proudest gazes for a moment in awe-struck silence. 

Even the Doctor held his breath, and the remains of his beloved cheroot, 
not yet half consumed, dropped unheeded from his lips. 

Mansfield, folding his arms upon his chest, gazed upon the bewildering 
scene, with the same calm and apparently unmoved expression, which his 
noble features ever wore, even in moments of the greatest excitement ; but 
the flashing of his dark eye showed that lofty thoughts were swelling in his 
bosom. 

Charles, also, stood for some moments in silence, till, overpowered by 
the rush of poetical images which crowded upon his mind, he sprang 
forward to the very edge of the precipice, and throwing his arms aloft, lil^e 
a young eagle spreading its wings for flight, shouted, at the top of his 
voice, the following beautiful lines from " Childe Harold:” 

“ The roar of waters ! from the headlong height, 

Velino cleaves the wave-worn precipice ; 

The fall of waters I rapid as the light, 

The flashing mass foams, shaking the abyss, 
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The hell of waters ! where they howl and hiss, 

And boil in endless torture ; while the sweat 
Of their great agony, wrung out from this 
Their Phlegethon, curls round the rocks of jet 
That gird the gulf around, in pitiless horror set. 

“ And mounts in spray the skies, and thence again 
Returns in an unceasing shower, which round, 

With its unemptied cloud of gentle rain. 

Is an eternal April to the ground, 

Making it all one emerald : — how profound 
The gulf! and how the giant element 
From rock to rock leaps with delirious bound. 

Crushing the cliffs, which, downward worn and rent 
With his fierce footsteps, yield in chasms a fearful vent. 

“ To the broad column which rolls on, and shows 
More like the fountain of an infant sea 
Torn from the womb of mountains by the throes 
Of a new world, than only thus to be 
Parent of rivers, which flow gushingly, 

With many windings through the vale : — Look back ! 

Lo ! where it comes like an eternity, 

As if to sweep down all things in its track, 

Charming the eye with dread, — a matchless cataract. 

“JHorribly beautiful ! but on the verge, 

From side to side, beneath the glittering morn. 

An iris sits amidst the infernal surge, 

Like Hope upon a death-bed, and, unworn 
Its steady dyes, while all around is torn 
By the distracted waters, bears serene 
Its brilliant hues with all their beams unshorn : 

Resembling, ’mid the torture of the scene. 

Love watching madness with unalterable mien.” 

Whew ! ’’ the Doctor gave a long whistle^ turned on his heel, picked 
up the stump of his cheroot, replaced it in the corner of his mouth, seated 
himself on a stone, puffed out a huge volume of smoke, and winking at 
Mansfield, tapped his forehead significantly with his forefinger, thereby 
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implying that he had serious misgivings as to the perfect sanity of " The 
laddie^ Maister Charles.” 

Standing, as he did, on the brink of a precipice, his arms outstretched, 
his flowing locks drenched by the heavy spray which fell around him, and 
shouting at the top of his voice, as if declaiming to the spirits of the flood, 
the excited appearance of our young friend was such as might have induced 
a commonplace, unimaginative mind, to coincide in the Doctor’s opinion. 
But Mansfield, although a bit of a stoic in externals, was an enthusiast at 
heart, and liked to see enthusiasm in others. He remembered the day 
when he would have acted as Charles did, and a benevolent smile played 
around his mouth, a responsive chord vibrated in his heart, as he witnessed 
this natural burst of feeling in his young companion. 

A good and apt quotation, boy,” said he, tapping Charles on the 
shoulder, and one I had almost forgotten. I thank you for reminding 
me of it. If you are ever asked for a description of the Falls of Gungah, 
you cannot do better than repeat these very lines. But your eyes have 
been so intently riveted upon that ^ Hell of waters,’ as your friend Byron 
has it, that you have not yet beheldhalf the beauties of the scene. Look 
upwards, above the cloud of spray, hanging, as it were, between heaven 
and earth, with what an air of dignified composure that beauteous island, 
glowing in all the splendour of tropical vegetation, sits like a queen, smiling 
amidst the war of elements. And here, to the right, see that narrow gorge, 
throughout which the foaming torrent, lashed to madness in this boiling 
whirlpool, bounds with such frantic speed, like a hunted lion, bursting 
through the toils. Cast your eyes around, mark the grandeur of the hills 
by which we are surrounded— children of an earthquake— their hoary 
heads, scathed by the fires of heaven, bleached by the storms of a thousand 
ages, piercing the clouds; their rugged fronts frowning defiance to the 
spirits of the tempest; proud and unyielding, as at the day of their birth. 
See the gracefifi feathery bamboo, cowering from the blast, and clinging 
for protection to their iron sides. The deep scarlet flowers of the rhodo- 
dendron, glowmg like gems, upon the rugged breast of that moss-gi^own 
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rock. The swift-winged paroquets darting among the branches of that 
lofty teak-tree — The — Ha! what was that? ” 

Mansfield stopped shorty in the midst of his rhapsody, and, bending for- 
ward, listened eagerly for a repetition of the sound which had attracted his 
attention. Again it was heard, even amidst the din of rushing waters, and 
this time there could be no mistake. It was the short barking cry of the 
spotted deer, and, apparently, close at hand. Charles fixed his eyes upon 
Mansfield’s face, with an inquiring look, as if he expected some explanation 
of so strange a circumstance. But Mansfield, whose quick ear immediately 
recognised the well-known signal of an Indian Shikaree, bounded forward, 
without uttering a word, and, snatching the proffered rifle from the hand of 
Ayapali, followed with his eye the direction of his finger, as he pointed 
eagerly towards the bottom of a deep ravine, which flanked their position, 
and whispered the exciting word — Bagh, 

Mansfield’s rifle was thrown hastily forward, as a bramble-bush, imme- 
diately below him, was seen to rustle, and a solitary monkey, which sat 
grinning, like an evil spirit, in a dark nook of the glen, began to spring from 
rock to rock, filling the air with hideous screams. Swift as lightning a 
brindled mass glided, like a snake, across an open space in the bushes, and 
again disappeared in the dense thicket which filled the bottom of the ravine. 
The report of the rifle bellowed among the rocky caverns, as if a twelve- 
pounder had been discharged, and the narrow chasm was filled with a cloud 
of smoke. But no angry roar answered to the shot; and when the sulphury 
vapour rolled away, the blue mark of the bullet, which had flattened upon a 
stone, in the dry watercourse below, convinced Mansfield that, for once, a 
tiger had been too quick for him. 

Away with you, son of a slave I ” cried he turning upon the unfor- 
tunate Ayapah, for want of some more fitting object upon which to vent 
his wrath. Why do you stand gaping there like an old woman, as if you 
had never seen a tiger missed before ? Off with you, I say, to the top of 
the hill, and mark him.” 

Ayapah turned, without answering a word, and dashed into the jungle — 
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next moment he was seen perched amongst the highest branches of a tree, 
which crowned a hill, and commanded a full view of every outlet from 
the ravine. But Mansfield waited, in vain, for a signal that the tiger 
had appeared. Ayapah remained motionless as a vulture watching his 
prey. 

He does not intend to show himself, I find,” observed Mansfield, 
throwing his rifle carelessly into the hollow of his arm. As my friend 
Ayapah would say, he has no fancy to eat bullets ; but we must force hirn 

a little. Mr. M , I believe you have some good Shikarees in your 

village.” 

“ Yes, sar,” replied the half-caste, with alacrity. Plenty Shikarees 
got — plenty nets got. Suppose I give order, in one half-hour plenty 
Shikar men attend master’s pleasure. That very bad tiger, sar — two 
mans he eat last week. Suppose master kill that tiger, that thing make 
black man’s heart glad. He very much ceremony make — plenty cocoa-nut, 
plenty jaggary he give to Swamy.^^ 

Ha ! another man-eater. By the hump of the holy camel we are in 
luck. And nets too, you say. I am glad of that, it is the most effectual 
way of securing a tiger in such jungly ground. The sooner, then, you can 

get the Shikarees^ and the nets, the better. And hark ye, Mr. M if 

you can manage to procure a few rockets at the same time, I shall feel 
obliged — it will save much trouble in beating him up. I shall leave 
Ayapah here, to watch the ravine, and, in the mean time, I would propose 
that we adjourn to the bungalow^ and have some tiffin^ to give us strength 
for the encounter.” 

What new species of shikar is this ? ” asked Charles, with a look of 
wonder. Do you really mean to say that you intend to catch the tiger 
in a net — to bag him like a rabbit?” 

Ay,” replied Mansfield, smiling, and to spear him too, when he is 
bagged. How like you the idea, boy, of spearing a tiger on foot ? It will 
be something to talk of, when you get back to the hills.” 

Charles appeared rather startled by this proposal, but said nothing. 
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The Doctor sprang to his feet, shoved his hands deep into his pockets, 
and stood staring at Mansfield with a look of utter bewilderment. 

Spear a tiger ! ” The words dropped from his lips as slowly as if he 
had stopped to weigh each individual syllable. Spear a tiger! The 
Lord forgie ye, Captain. I aye thought ye had a bee in your bonnet ; but 
now I am satisfied ye are just fit for Bedlam. Spear a tiger indeed I Did 
ony leevin’ mortal ever hear the like I ” So saying, the Doctor turned on 
his heel, and marched otf, whistling the old Scotch tune of " The Devil 
among the Tailors.” 

" Our friend the Doctor does not appear to relish the idea of spearing a 
tiger,” said Mansfield, indulging in a quiet laugh ! but, I can assure you, 
it may be done, and is done, constantly, in some parts of India. However, 
you shall see, and judge for yourself. It will, at all events, be something 
new, and I think you will allow it to be the most exciting style of sport 
you have yet seen.” 

The sportsmen had hardly finished their tiffin^ ere a clamorous beating of 
tomtoms^ and blowing of horns, announced that the Shikarees had arrived. 
Mansfield and Charles started to their feet, at the welcome sound, — thrust 
their hunting-knives into their belts, — snatched up their rifles, and sallied 
forth to inspect and arrange their forces. Even the Doctor, whose blood 
had been warmed with generous wine, shared in the enthusiasm of the 
moment. Shouldering his favourite weapon. Mans Meg^ he crammed his 
broad-brimmed hat fiercely over his eyes — swallowed a glass of brandy- 
and- water, to strengthen his nerves, — and swearing, by the piper of war ! ” 
that he would not be outdone by ony young birkie o’ them a’,” struck up 
the warlike tune of “ J ohnny Cope,” and strode after his companions, with 
the air of a man determined to do or die. 

On the steps of the portico, they were received with a profound salaam^ 
by the Cotwall^ or head policeman of the village, in his holiday robes. The 
quaintly-dressed trumpeter gave forth a deafening blast, from his gigantic 
instrument, streaming with tigers’ tails, the hard-earned trophies of many 
a bloody field. A confused clatter of tomtoms rent the air ; and the as- 
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sembled multitude prostrated themselves before the Burrah Sahib^ whose 
fame as a tiger-killer had reached even to the banks of the Cauvar j. 

The Cotwall^ in a high-flown speech, complimented Mansfield on his ex- 
ploits, calling him, the lion of Mysore — the invincible — the open-handed,” 
— (here he looked out of the corner of his eye to see whether this last com- 
pliment was likely to produce the desired effect upon Mansfield’s purse- 
strings) — and concluded by expressing a hope that the arrangements he had 
made might meet with the approbation of his Magnificence.” 

His Magnificence,” who, instead of attending to the CotwalVs elaborate 
speech, had been counting the numbers of the beaters, and scanning the 
features of the Shikarees, with the eye of a connoisseur, expressed his entire 
satisfaction ; and, slipping a pagoda into the extended hand of the delighted 
Cotwall, informed him that he was at liberty to make his salaam, and take 
leave. 

The Cotwall had done his duty, and well deserved the present bestowed 
upon him. In front of the crowd, leaning on their long matchlocks, stood 
four Shikarees of the real fighting caste — long-legged, wiry, hard-featured, 
hairy-muzzled, devil-me-care-looking fellows — such as a Yankee would say, 
at the first glance, were fit to flog their weight in wild cats.” Behind 
them, some dozen naked Coolies tottered under the weight of the hunting- 
nets, or toils. And beyond them again appeared the whole male population 
of the village, liberally provided with tomtoms, horns, and other noisy in- 
struments, from which, from time to time, issued diabolical notes of discord, 
expressive of eagerness, and overflowing valour. Mansfield having ascer- 
tained that all the necessary preparations had been made, the procession 
moved off in good order to the scene of action. 

On arriving at the ground, Ayapah was found still sitting patiently at 
his post ; and from him the welcome intelligence was obtained that the tiger 
had not yet moved. 

The Shikarees, who appeared perfectly to understand their business, 
bustled about with great activity, and, in a wonderfully short space of time, 
the toils were pitched, and the tiger’s lair so effectually surrounded that it 
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appeared impossible for him to escape. But how was this done ? some of 
our readers may ask — we must try to explain. 

The toils are huge nets, made in the same manner as those used for 
fishing, only that they are formed of stronger cord, nearly as thick as the 
little finger, and with meshes large enough to admit a man’s head. The 
ground having been first carefully examined, poles, about ten feet long, 
pointed at one end, and having a notch at the top, are driven into the ground 
at regular intervals, across every outlet by which it appears possible for an 
animal to escape. Upon these the toils, or nets, are suspended, like a 
curtain, with the upper rope resting in the notch on the top of the pole. 
This is so slightly fixed, that the moment a large animal rushes against the 
net, the upper rope becomes disengaged, the net falls over him, and in his 
struggles to escape he becomes so entangled’in the meshes, that the hunters, 
who lie in ambush at a short distance, and who, in general, are only armed with 
spears, have time to run in and despatch him before he can extricate himself. 

Every thing being arranged, a council of war was held, to decide finally, 
whether the bold experiment of attacking the tiger with spears should be 
attempted. The Doctor remonstrated loudly ; but the eclat of such an ad- 
venture was a temptation not to be resisted. It was voted decidedly un- 
sportsmanlike to shoot a tiger after he had been netted — it was taking an 
ungentlemanlike advantage of him. — In short, the Doctor’s objections were 
over-ruled, and the measure carried, with great applause from Charles, and 
a grim smile of satisfaction on the part of Ayapah. 

Two strong, broad-bladed, hunting-spears having been provided, Mans- 
field and Charles laid aside their rifles, and, armed with these more primitive 
weapons, posted themselves at some distance from each other, so as to com- 
mand the only two outlets from the ravine, by which it appeared probable 
that the tiger would attempt to escape. The more prudent Doctor, having 
no idea of risking his valuable life in any such wild adventure, climbed, 
with the assistance of Ayapah, into a neighbouring tree, and lighting his 
cheroot, nestled himself among the branches, to witness the coming strife 
In safety and comfort. 
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For some time after they had taken their positions^ all remained quiet — 
not a leaf stirred — no sound was heard, save the dull monotonous roar of 
the cataract, which, mellowed by the intervening woods, only served to in- 
crease the feeling of lifeless solitude, imparted by the perfect stillness of all 
else around, to the silent lairs of the watchful sportsmen. 

The Doctor’s patience, and his cheroot, were both wellnigh exhausted. 
Charles, in spite of himself, was beginning to feel that cold, creeping, 
nervous sensation, which is not fear, but which will occasionally steal over 
the stoutest heart in such a situation; it is a feeling which any of my 
readers who may have happened to lead a forlorn hope, or to have stood 
upon a frigate’s deck, during the few minutes of portentous silence which 
precede the first broadside, will perhaps remember. Even Mansfield was 
beginning to handle his spear in a fidgety manner, and to think, with 
peculiar affection, of his trusty rifle, when a distant shout came swelling on 
the breeze, and all ideas, save those of victory, vanished. 

Nearer and nearer came that cheering sound. The air was filled with 
wild discordant cries — the rocky sides of the ravine echoed to the clatter of 
a hundred tomtoms. Now is heard the rushing sound of the lively rockets, 
as they dart, like hissing snakes, among the tangled bushes — and now the 
angry voice of the hunted tiger, as he starts indignant from his lair, and 
roars defiance to his foes. 

Every nerve was braced, and the blood rushed like lightning through the 
veins of the excited sportsmen, as that sound reached their ears. The 
shouting of the beaters was redoubled — a shower of rockets swept the 
ravine like a storm of fire, — and the tiger, rushing at once from his con- 
cealment, dashed, with tremendous bounds, towards the pass which Charles 
commanded. He had approached within ten yards of the nets, when he 
suddenly stopped, having probably observed the impediment, and stood in 
an attitude of indecision, lashing his tail from side to side, and uttering a 
low savage growl. Charles, in conformity with the directions he had 
received from Mansfield, immediately stepped from his concealment, and, 
bringing his spear down to the charging position, advanced steadily towards 
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the frail harrier, which formed his only defence against the expected charge 
of his formidable antagonist. It was a moment of fearful interest ; and the 
Doctor, who from his perch commanded a full view of the scene, felt the 
blood curdling in his veins. But Charles, although he felt a peculiar 
tingling of the nerves, and a slight palpitation of the heart, bore himself 
gallantly. 

No sooner did the tiger perceive Ms intended victim, than his whole 
appearance was altered. His green eyes glared savagely — his ears were 
laid back upon his neck — the hair upon his back stood erect — and, crouch- 
ing close to the ground, he crept swiftly towards the nets. Having got 
sufficiently near, he uttered a tremendous roar, and springing forward with 
a lashing bound, threw himself against the net with a force that threatened 
to carry every thing before it. But the tough cordage yielded to the shock 
without sustaining any injury — the upper rope became disengaged — the 
net fell together in a heap — and the enraged monster was instantly 
enveloped in a complicated mass of net-work, from which, in spite of his 
frantic efforts, he found it impossible to disengage himself. 

So furious was the onset of the tiger, and so apparently frail the defence 
opposed to it, that Charles had not sufficient command of nerve to stand Ms 
ground ; — he made an involuntary spring backward, stumbled and fell. 

The Doctor, seeing the desperate rush of the tiger, accompanied by a 
roar that made his heart sink within him, and perceiving through a cloud 
of dust, that the net was, apparently, demoKshed, and his young friend 
down, immediately jumped to the conclusion that he must be in the tiger’s 
jaws. His first impulse was to shout to Mansfield for help, which he did 
right lustily ; Ms next to slide from Ms perch, with a reckless haste that 
considerably injured the appearance of Ms nether garments ; to snatch up 
his fiisee, and hurry to the rescue, invoking maledictions on the man who 
first invented the desperate amusement of spearing tigers on foot. 

But, ere he could reach the scene of action, Charles had recovered Ms 
footing, picked up his spear, and driven it deep into the chest of the tiger. 
The previous struggles of the powerful animal were those of a cat, compared 
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to the frantic efforts which he now made to reach his pigmy antagonist. 
His eyes glowed like live coals — foam, mingled with blood, flew in spray 
from his distended jaws — he roared — he gnashed his teeth — he tore up 
the earth — he twisted and turned with the agility of a wild cat. By dint 
of gnawing, he had so far succeeded in destroying the net, that his head 
protruded; but still the complicated folds entangled his limbs and paralysed 
his efforts. Charles, although tremendously knocked about, clung manfully 
to his weapon, and exerted his utmost strength to force it through the 
monster’s body and pin him to the ground. At length the tiger succeeded 
in grasping the shaft with his powerful jaws, and, by one vigorous shake, 
snapped the tough ash-pole as if it had been a reed. Charles, although 
partially disarmed, still retained sufficient courage and presence of mind to 
make the best use of what remained of his weapon, and so gain time till 
assistance arrived ; he had never quitted his hold of the spear-shaft, and, 
with this he showered such a voUy of blows upon the tiger’s head, as 
partially to stupify him, and thereby impede his efforts to disengage him- 
self. 

The Doctor, whose courage had failed him the moment he perceived 
Charles on foot again, had all this time remained at a respectful distance, 
dancing about hke a maniac, brandishing Mons Meg^'* and shouting to 
Charles to hand out o’ the gate till he got a rattle at the brute wi’ the 
grit-shot.” But Charles, who expected no aid from any one but Mansfield, 
was much too busily engaged in preventing the tiger from getting clear of 
the nets, to pay any attention to his exclamations, and continued to thrash 
away with his heavy ash pole like a yoxmg Hercules. The tiger’s efforts, 
however, instead of disminishing, only seemed to increase. He gnawed, 
and tore, and plunged, with the fury of desperation. Mesh after mesh of 
the strong network gradually gave way. He had already succeeded in 
liberating one fore-paw as well as his head, and it was but too evident that 
a few more vigorous struggles must set him free. At this critical moment, 
Mansfield came bounding over the rocks, and, uttering a hearty cheer of 
encouragement, drove his spear into the body of the tiger. Instead of 
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attempting to hold the animal down, as Charles had done, he instantly 
withdrew the weapon, and repeated his thrusts with such strength and 
rapidity, that in spite of a desperate resistance on the part of the tiger, he 
was speedily covered with wounds, and bleeding at every pore. The rapid 
loss of blood had perceptibly diminished his strength — his shrill roar was 
changed to a hoarse bubbling growl — the victory was all but gained — 
when, with one tremendous blow of his gigantic fore-paw, he snapped the 
shaft of the spear in two, leaving the iron head sticking in his own body, 
and bringing down the butt-end of the shaft with such violence upon 
Mansfield’s head, that he fell backwards, stunned and insensible. 

The case was now indeed a desperate one. Poor Charles, although his 
courage failed not, was so much exhausted by his previous exertions, that 
his blows fell harmless as those of a child, and it was evident that he could 
not much longer maintain the unequal contest. Most heartily did he now 
wish for his trusty rifle, and loudly did he call upon the Doctor for as- 
sistance. 

The tiger, weakened though he was by loss of blood, had by this time so 
far succeeded in destroying the net, that his head and shoulders were at 
liberty. One struggle more, and he was free, to wreak a fearful vengeance 
on his foes — to quench his burning thirst in their blood. A hellish fire 
shot from his eyes, and his whiskered lips curled into a grin of ineffable 
malignity as he gathered himself together for a decisive spring. It was 
madness to oppose him longer. Charles, upbraiding the Doctor for a cold- 
blooded poltroon, turned to fly; but, in doing so, he stumbled over his 
prostrate companion, and feU heavily. 

Doctor ! Doctor ! where is your manhood? WiU you allow your gallant 
young companion to be miserably mangled before your eyes ? — No ! — The 
latent spark of fire which lurked in the blood of his Celtic ancestor, is at 
length roused. He utters a war-cry — he rushes boldly between the in- 
furiated tiger and his prostrate victims — Mons Meg pours forth her deadly 
contents — and the monster, in the very act of springing, rolls dead at his 
feet, with two ounces of grit-shot ” in his brain. Hurrah ! ! 
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« What thi’Tilr ye o’ the grit-shot now^ Captain?” exclaimed the Doctor, 
pointing with an air of triumph to the dead tiger, as soon as Mansfield had 
sufficiently recovered from the stunning effects of the blow to understand 
how narrowly he had escaped destruction. "" There are waur things than a 
fusee and grit-shot, at a pinch, I’m thinkin’. That plan o’ yours, o’ spearin’ 
tigers, is a’ very weel, for ance in a way ; but, by my troth, lads, ye had 
better no make a practice 

This was a sentiment in which the two young sportsmen perfectly con- 
curred. They had got a lesson which made them heartily repent of their 
folly. And, after returning thanks for their providential escape, and 
bestowing abundant praise on the Doctor for his timely aid, they both 
vowed, solemnly, never more to engage in so fool-hardy an adventure. 

Great were the rejoicings that night in the sacred village, and many 
were the good jokes cracked by the worthy Doctor over a bottle of glenlivaf^ 
which he insisted on draining in honour of his victory. 

We have heard it hinted, that towards the sma’ hours,” the Doctor was 
seen pursuing rather a tortuous course towards his bedroom, under the 
guidance of his friend Heels ; but this we believe to be a calumny. At all 
events, it was the proudest day in the worthy Doctor’s life ; and, to this 
hour, his favourite story after dinner is, ^^The daft-like tiger-hunt, wi’ 
thae twa wild hirkies^ at the falls of the Cauvary,” 
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CHAPTEE XVII 

THE hunters’ return, AND A LITTLE LOVE-MAKINU. 

OVE-MAKINU ! Love-making ! Ha ! ka I Fair 
reader, does it not make thee laugh to see the 
weather-beaten, sun-dried Old Forester thus 
deliberately announcing that he is about to 
attempt a love scene — to dash headlong into a 
description of that all-powerful passion which 
our quaint friend, Burton, in his Anatomy of 
Melancholy,” describes as a fire in a fire ; the 

quintessence of firef — backing his assertion by 
the following fearful description of an unfortunate 
youth, who died for love, and was dissected in the presence of Empedocles, 
the philosopher : — 

His heart was combust, his liver smoakie, his lungs dried up, insomuch 
that he verily believed his soul was either sod or rested, through the vehemency 
of lovds fire9^^ 

There, young ladies ! — there’s a pretty fiery subject for an old fellow of 
three score and ten to handle ! He’U burn his fingers,” you will say. 
That, between you and ourselves, we think very probable; but, having 
followed our young Mend, Charles, so far through the dangers of the 
wilderness, we are loath to desert him, now that he is in a fair way of 
having his soul either sod or rostedf by the bright eyes of his pretty cousin, 
and must stand by him, even at the risk of burning our fingers. But, 
before we re-introduce the dangerous little beauty, we must see how it fares 
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with our male friends^ whom we left at the falls of the Cauvarj, and who 
are now on their way back to Ootacamund. 

So ends our jungle campaign for the present/’ said Mansfield, throwing 
the reins upon the neck of his smoking horse, and removing his heavy 
hunting-cap, to let the cool mountain-air fan his throbbing temples, as the 
hunters, after a hot and rapid ride of some twenty miles, emerged from the 
dense jungle which encircles the Neilgherry Hills, and commenced the 
toilsome but beautiful ascent which leads to the summit. Away with the 
spear and the rifle for a season ; and now, Charley, my boy, for ladies’ eyes 
and love-ditties ! Ha ! have I guessed your thoughts ? ” 

Charles, whose eyes had been rivetted on the cloud-capped summits of 
the mountains ever since they became visible, and whose thoughts were, at 
that moment, many miles in advance of his body, felt the conscious blood 
mount into his cheeks. 

" Nay, nay, never be ashamed to own it, boy. I have seen a little of 
the world in my day, and never yet have I met with a real good soldier, a 
forward rider, or a stanch deer-stalker, who had not a soft corner in his 
heart for Hhe angels of the creation.’ What say you. Doctor, is it 
not so ? ” 

By my troth. Captain, ye never said a truer word,” replied the Doc- 
tor. " I ken weel what it is to hae a soft heart, an o’er soft heart for the 
lasses — bless their sweet faces. — Hech, sirs! hech, sirs! it’s just a slavish 
passion, yon love,” — and the Doctor heaved a deep sigh, and turned up the 
whites of his eyes, as if overwhelmed by a torrent of tender recollections. 

What ! buUy Doctor,” exclaimed Mansfield, laughing, art thou, too, 
a victim to the tender passion ? By the darts of Cupid ! I would as soon 
have expected to see a Brahmin priest turn rope-dancer, as to find our 
sapient leech acting the love-sick swain. Why, thou burly Scot, I fancied 
if thou hadst a soft corner in thy heart at all, thy weakness was for a haunch 
of venison, or a bottle of Glenlivat, rather than a fair lady. But come. 
Doctor, confess : — who is the enslaver of thy tender heart ? ^ Tell me, in 

sadness, whom she is you love ?’ Her name — her name, I pray.” 
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WHst, Captain/’ said the Doctor, with a look of mock gravity, and 
dinna be speakin’ about things ye dinna understand. Ye hae nae mair idea 
o’ what true love is, ye stony-hearted deevle, than that black Pagan, Heels ; 
and ye would just like to make sport o’ Maister Charles and me, because 
we hae the feeHngs o’ Christian men. But you needna expect us to pleasure 
you that far : so ye may just quit wi’ your daffin. And now, lads, that ye 
hae minded me o’t, I maun beg o’ you no to crack nae mair o’ your jokes 
about the Glenlivat. It’s a’ very weel in the jungles. But in civilised 
society, gentlemen, I beg to remind you that it’s no’ good manners. In 
fact, it’s just enough to ruin a respectable man’s character ; and gar folk 
believe, that he is nae better than a poor drunken body, like my auld grand- 
uncle, the Laird o’ Bonniemoon, — rest his soul, honest man ! And ye ken 
weel that’s no’ my case — for, although I like a glass o’ het toddy as weel 
as my neighbours, and although we have had twa or three cantie nights 
thegether, yet ye maun baith allow that ye hae never seen me rightly fou 
yet—” 

Oh I oh I Doctor ! ” 

Ay I ye may cry ^ oh I oh ! ’ But I’ll uphaud it ; ye hae never seen 
me right fou yet, although I’ll no deny but what I hae, anes or twice, been 
a wee thing hearty and chatty like.” 

^^WeU, Doctor,” replied Mansfield, laughing, we’ll not dispute the 
point. You shall have the best possible character for sobriety, and we shall 
not crack any more jokes about the Glenlivat. But, in return, pray give 
us a definition of what you consider being that we may know, in future, 
at what particular stage of obfuscation a cannie Soot may, with propriety, 
be termed drunk.” 

Weel, gentlemen,” said the Doctor, looking wise, and taking a pinch 
of snuff, that’s raither a kittle question to answer, for ye maun ken there 
is a great diversity of opeenion on the subject. Some say that a man is 
sober as long as he can stand upon his legs. An Ireish friend o’ mine — a 
fire-eating, hard-drinking captain of dragoons — anes declared to me, ^ on 
his honour as a soldier and a jontleman,’ that he would never allow any 
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friend of his to be called drunk, till he saw him trying to light his pipe at 
the pump. And others there be — men of learning and respectability too 
— who are of opinion that a man has every right to consider himself sober 
as long as he can lie flat on his back, without holding on by the ground. 
For my own part, I a man o’ moderate opinions, and w ould allow that a 
man was fou, without being just sae far through as ony o’ these. But, with 
your leave, gentlemen. I’ll tell you a story, about the Laird o Bonniemoon, 
that will, maybe, gar you laugh, and will, at any rate, be a good illustration 
of what I ca’ being fou.” 

«Do, do. Doctor,” exclaimed both the young men, delighted at the 
prospect of having one of the Doctor’s good stories to beguile the tedium of 
the long ascent. 

“ Weel then, gentlemen, ye maun ken that the Laird of Bonniemoon 
was gae fond o’ his bottle — in short, just a poor drunken body, as I said 
afore. On one occasion the laird was asked to dine with Lord E — , a 
neighbour of his, and his lordship, being weel accjuainted with the laird’s 
dislike to sma’ drinks, ordered a bottle o’ cherry brandy to be set afore him, 
after dinner, instead of port, which he always drank in preference to claret, 
when nothing better was to be got. The laird he thought this fine heart- 
some stuff, and on he went, filling his glass like the rest, and telling his 
cracks, and ever, the mair he drank, the mair he praised his lordship’s port* 
^ It was fine, fuU-bodied wine, and lay weel upon the stamach, no’ like that 
puisonsome stuff, claret, that gar’t a body feel as if he had swallowed a nest 
of puddocks.’ Weel, gentlemen, the laird had finished ae bottle o’ cherry 
brandy — or, as his lordship called it, ^ his particular port’ — and had just 
tossed off a glass of the second bottle, which he declared to be even better 
than the first, when his old confidential servant, Watty, came stavin into 
the room, and making his best boo, announced that the laird’s horse was at 
the door. 

^ Get out o’ that, ye fause loon,’ cried the laird, pooin’ aff his wig and 
flinging it at Watty’s head. ^ Div ye no’ see, ye blethering brute, that I’m 
just beginning my second bottle?’ 
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^ But, maister,’ said Watty, scartiu his lug, ^ it’s amaist twall o’clock!’ 

^ Weel I what though it be ? ’ said the Laird, turning up his glass with 
drunken gravity, while the rest of the company were like to split their sides 
with laughing at him and Watty. ^ It canna be ony later, my man, so just 
rax me my wig, and let the naig bide a wee.’ 

Weel, gentlemen, it was a cauld frosty night, and Watty soon tired 
o’ kicking his heels at the door ; so, in a wee while, back he comes, and 
says he, 

^ Maister, maister, it’s amaist one o’clock !’ 

‘ Weel, Watty,’ says the Laird, wi’ a hiccup — for he was far through 
by this time, — ^ it will no’ be ony earlier, Watty, my man, and that’s a 
comfort, so you may just rest yoimself a wee while longer, till I finish my 
bottle. A fou wame makes a stiff back, ye ken, Watty.’ 

Watty was by this time just dancing mad; so, after waiting another 
half-hour, back he comes, in an awfu’ hurry, and says he, 

^ Laird, Laird, as true as death, the sun’s rising I ’ 

^ Weel, Watty,’ says the Laird, looking awfu’ wise, and trying wi’ 
baith hands to fill his glass, ® let him rise, my man, let him rise — he has 
farther to gang the day than either you or me, Watty.’ 

This answer fairly dumfoundered poor Watty, and he gave it up in 
despair. But at last the bottle was finished : the Laird was lifted into the 
saddle, and off he rode in high glee, thinkin’ a’ the time the moon was the 
sun, and that he had fine daylight for his journey. 

^ Hech I Watty, my man,’ says the Laird, patting his stomach, and 
speaking awfu’ thick, ^ we waurna the waur o’ that second bottle this 
frasty marning.’ 

^ Faith,’ says Watty, blawing his fingers, and looking as blue as a 
partan, ^ your honour is, maybe, no’ the waur o’t, but fient a bait is my 
wame the better ; I wish it was.’ 

Weel, on they rade, fou cannily, the Laird gripping hard at the horse’s 
mane, and rolling about like a bow o’ meal ; for the cauld air was beginning 
to gar the speerits tell on him. 
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At last they came to a wee bit burn that crossed the road ; and the 
Laird’s horse, being pretty well used to having his own way, stopped 
short, and put down his head to take a drink. This had the effect of mak- 
ing the poor Laird lose his balance, and away he went over the horse’s 
ears into the very middle o’ the burn. The Laird, honest man, had 
just sense enough to hear the splash, and to ken that something was 
wrong ; but he was that fou, that deevle a bit did he ever suspect it was 
himsel’. 

^ Watty,’ says he, sitting up in the middle o’ the burn, and stammering 
out the words with great difficulty, ^ Watty, my man, there is surely some- 
thing tumbled in the burn, Watty.’ 

^ Faith, your honour may say that,’ replied Watty, like to whamble 
off his horse with laughing, ^ for it’s just yoursel’, Laird !’ 

^ Hout fie, no, Watty !’ cried the Laird, with a hiccup between every 
word ; ^ it surely canna be me, Watty, for Tm here P 

Now, gentlemen,” continued the Doctor, here is a case in which I 
would allow a man to be fou, although he had neither lost his speech nor 
the use of his limbs.” 

« Why, yes. Doctor,” said Mansfield, laughing, I think when a man is 
so far gone, that he tumbles into the water without being conscious of it, 
one may fairly be allowed to pronounce laimfou. But proceed, proceed, I 
long to hear how Watty behaved on the occasion.” 

Troth, Sir, he just behaved as any other douce, sober, serving-man 
would hae done on a like occasion. After having had his laugh out — for 
he wasna fit to get off his horse till he had done that — he trailed his master 
out of the water, laid him on the bank to dry, and set off to look after the 
Laird’s hat and wig, which had been carried off by the burn; for Watty 
was valet as well as groom, and had a great respect for the Laird’s best 
sabath-day wig. After some trouble he succeeded in decking them up with 
the crook of his umbrella, and restored them to his master. 

The Laird being fou, as aforesaid, very naturally clapped on his wig 
wrong side foremost ; but, fou though he was, he was aware that it didna 
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fit him; so he tore it off in a rage, and fiung it at Watty’s head, saying, 
with a look o’ great disgust, 

^ That’s no’ my wig, Watty ; that’s no’ my wig, ye fause loon ; I’ll no’ 
wear that wig !’ 

“ ^ Troth, then,’ said Watty, quietly picking up the wig, and wiping it 
with the sleeve of his coat, ^ your honour maun just he doin wi’t the night, 
for there’s nae waul* <9’ wigs in this huimJ 

Ha, ha, ha ! he was an awfu’ droll chap that Watty.” 

But enough of the Doctor and his grand-uncle, the Laird. We must 
now leave the travellers and return to ©ur fair friend, the pretty Kate, 
whom we have so long and so shamefully neglected. 

Kate was an only child, and the darling of her father; she was con- 
sequently a spoilt child — at least so far spoilt as her naturally amiable dis- 
position would admit of. She had the misfortune to lose her mother early 
in life, and although every justice had been done to her in the way of 
education, although she was highly accomplished, and her manners in 
general perfectly ladylike, still there was wanting that indescribable some- 
thing, which a gentle mother’s constant care and good example can alone 
impart. She was high-minded, generous, affectionate, and naturally gentle ; 
but she was wilful, overapt to be hurried away by the impulse of the 
moment, and impatient of control; and yet, withal, so open-hearted, so 
ready to confess her little faults, and so anxious to make amends, where 
she fancied she had given offence, or hurt the feelings of another, that the 
most austere could hardly have found it in their heart to be angry with her. 
Having no female companion, she naturally associated much with her 
father, accompanying him in his wildest mountain rambles, and sometimes 
even following him to the hunting- field. 

She had thus, almost imperceptibly, acquired a romantic turn of mind, a 
love of adventure, a promptness and decision of character, which, however 
praiseworthy it might have been in one of the rougher sex, would, in these 
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refined times, be thought hardly becoming in so young a lady, for she was 
not yet seventeen. But to counterbalance these little defects in her 
character, there was so much good sense, so much tenderness of heart, and 
refinement of feeling, that those who knew her best, learned at last to love 
her very faults, if faults they may be called, which were only virtues run 
wild for want of proper cultivation. 

We give this little sketch of Kate’s character in hopes that our fair read- 
ers, if they have occasion to find fault with her, will make some allowance 
for her peculiar situation, and do so in the spirit of charity. 

It was on a lovely evening, just as the sun had dipped behind the west- 
ern mountains, that the pretty Kate sat at an open window commanding 
an extensive view of the lake and surrounding country; her usually gay and 
animated features were clouded by a look of sadness, and one sparkling drop 
trembled on the long silken lashes which shaded her deep blue eye. She ap- 
peared to be watching the fading tints of purple and gold which streaked the 
western sky, and her thoughts might well be supposed to tend heavenward, 
were it not that, from time to time, the vacant look with which she gazed upon 
the clouds, was exchanged for an eager and expectant glance along the 
dusty road, leading to the pass by which travellers ascend to the hills from 
the Mysore country. 

Had one been curious enough to inquire what her occupation had been 
previous to her falling into her present reverie, a letter in the hand- writing 
of her cousin Charles, which lay open on her lap, might have answered the 
question. How would his young heart have bounded with love and joy, 
had Charles seen that fair girl press the unconscious paper to her lips, and 
marked the big tear which dropped from her quivering eyelid, and blotted 
his own name ! The letter had arrived that morning, by a swift-footed 
messenger, whom Charles had despatched to announce to his uncle that the 
hunting-party would return in time for dinner. 

Kate had snatched up the precious billet which her father had thrown 
carelessly aside; and after giving the necessary directions for the accom- 
modation of her cousin and his companions, had flown to her own room to read 
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and re-read the kind messages to her which it contained, and to watch with 
eager eyes for the appearance of the expected horsemen. 

But why in tears, fair Kate ? 

Alas ! that morning’s post had brought other and less welcome tidings. 
The Madras Gazette announced that, in consequence of a dispute with a 
neighbouring rajah, Charles’s regiment was in daily expectation of an order 
to take the field, and the same post had brought a long, misshapen, oflScial 
letter — a thing hateful ever to fond mothers and love-sick maids — addressed 
to her cousin, sealed with the royal arms, and having the ominous words 
“War Office — O.H.M. Service,” printed in large, unfeeling, commander-in- 
chief-looking characters on the reverse side. This it was which had dimmed 
the lustre of the pretty Kate’s laughing eyes. But why ? we ask once more. 
Why ? because Charles was her cousin, to be sure ; and because they had 
now lived together for nearly three months — and ridden together — and 
walked together among the hills — and picked wild strawberries — and ga- 
thered fiowers — and read poetry — and taken sketches — and sung duets 
together. And because Charles was so useful in leading her pony over all 
the bad steps which she had to cross in her mountain rides — and because he 
tuned her guitar so much better than any one else — and mended her pens 
so well — and copied music so nicely — and held the skeins of silk so pa- 
tiently while she wound them off, and never grumbled though they were ever 
so much tangled — and was altogether so good-natured and so useful — and 
— and — in short, it was very natural that she should miss him when he 
was gone. One is always sorry to part with one’s cousin, you know ; but 
it does not follow, because one is sorry, that one must be in love with one’s 
cousin ! Of course not ! 

It was somewhat in this manner that Kate reasoned with herself, as she 
once more kissed the letter, and dropped one more large tear upon the well- 
conned page. 

But was it possible that Charles could really be in love with her ? She 
hoped not, poor fellow, for his own sake — and, as she mentally expressed 
this wish, she felt a flutter at her heart that gave her thoughts the lie. She 
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knewj indeed^ that he pretended to be rather fond of her, and appeared to 
be happier in her society than any where else ; and now that she thoright of 
it, she remembered that he always coloured a little, and squeezed her hand 
a little, when they met after a short absence — and once, indeed, he had gone 
as far as to tell her that he loved her better than any of his other cousins. But 
then he was only a boy, who did not know his own mind ; and besides, even 
supposing he did love her a little, he would soon learn to forget her when he 
returned to his regiment ; so she need not be unhappy upon that score. 

By the time she had arrived at this comfortable conclusion, she found it 
necessary to have recourse to her pocket-handkerchief. 

The last streak of daylight had faded from the sky, and our fair warder, 
unable longer to distinguish objects at any distance, was about to close the 
window, with a heavy sigh of disappointment, when the distant clatter of 
horses’ hoofs reached her ear, and next moment her quick eye detected, even 
amidst the deepening gloom, the well-known form of her cousin, as he 
spurred ahead of his companions, and urged his snorting horse up the steep 
ascent which led to the door. Hastily wiping the tears from her eyes, she 
thrust the crumpled letter into her bosom, and, with a bounding heart, hur- 
ried down stairs to welcome her cousin. 

Whether Charles met with as cordial a reception as he expected we 
know not— nor is it any business of ours to inquire. But that pawky loon, 
the Doctor, who had followed him more closely than he expected or wished, 
used frequently afterwards to quiz him on the subject, remarking, that he 
thought their jungle campaign had done Maister Charles a hantle o’ good, 
for he wasna near-hand sae hlate as he used to be wi’ his bonnie cousin.” 

Mansfield also declared that the young lady met him with a flushed cheek 
and a pouting lip, which led him to suspect that friend Charles had been 
somewhat less bashful at meeting than his fair cousin bargained for. But, 
as we said before, this is no business of ours. 

Welcome! lads — welcome!” exclaimed old Lorimer, as he shufl3ed 
down stairs in his dressing-gown and slippers, and extended both hands to 
each of the young men in succession. Bones of my ancestors I my dear 
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boys, I’m right glad to see you once more safe at home. And you. Bully 
Doctor, what would life be worth without the Burrah Hakim Sahib ? I 
have had a fit of the gout, and been as dull as a gib-cat ever since you left 
me. Never handled a rifle since — hardly breathed the air of Heaven. 
That confounded fellow, Doctor Henbane, stopped my grog too. The devil 

fly away with him for a pottering quack — eh! Bully Doctor? A d d 

blunder-headed, quack-salving, son of a sea-cook! Wouldn’t trust him to 
physic a sick bear — eh? No, I knew you wouldn’t. Old Ishmail eating 
his fingers off for want of something better to do — dogs threatened with 
melancholy madness — all wrong — all at sixes and sevens ; but never mind, 
we’ll soon set things to rights again, now I’ve got you back. Give us your 
hand again, Charley, my boy — give us your hand, — right glad to see you 
looking something like a Jungle Wallah at last. Shaken yourself clear of 
the green coat and cords, I see. Found that cords and top-boots didn’t 
answer in the jungles — eh? Got that little dash of mother’s milk burnt 
out of your cheeks too. Mansfield has taught you to handle a rifle, no 
doubt.-— Eh, Mansfield? Well! well! we shall see — we shall see. And 
you. Bully Doctor, what have you been doing ? How many Anthropophagi 
have you sent to the shades, ^ wi’ a nieve-fou o’ grit-shot in their wame,’ eh? 
But, hang it, man, what is the matter with you? You are as stiff in the 
joints as an old post-horse. Getting rheumatic in your old age. Doctor — 
eh? or had a fall perhaps. Ay, ay — I see, I see — that old brute, Smiler, 
came down with you — rolled over you. I’ll be bound — those shambling 
brutes always do — told you long ago how it would be, if you persisted in 
riding such a dromedary.” 

“Whist, sir!” exclaimed the Doctor, quite affected by the recollection 
of his poor old horse’s tragical fate. “ Whist, sir ! and dinna be misca’in’ 
the poor auld beast, he’s ” 

^7^ ay ! poor beast — I see, I see,” exclaimed the garrulous old gentle- 
man, interrupting the Doctor in the midst of his sentence ; “ we’ll hear all 
about it presently. But, in the mean time, go and dress, lads, for dinner 
is waiting.” So saying, and pushing his friends before him, the old gentle- 
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man, in the joy of his heart, continued to laugh and talk without allowing 
any one else to edge in a word, till he had fairly deposited each in his own 
dressing-room. 

Old Lorimer was fond of good living as well as of good sport. He took 
almost as much interest in his kitchen and his cellar, as he did in his kennel 
or his stables ; and, being a civilian of high rank, his princely salary enabled 
him to establish and maintain his character as the best dinner-giver in the 
Madras Presidency. Next to Ishmail Khan, the black Portuguese cook 
was looked upon as the most important personage in the establishment. 
Old Lorimer had given directions that a feast, in his very best style, should 
be prepared in honour of the hunters’ return ; and the native artiste had, on 
this occasion, exerted himself to produce a hurrah khanali^ worthy of his 
great talents. His preparations for so small a party were somewhat too 
profuse to be quite in accordance with our modern ideas of good taste. 
They were such as might have done credit to the hospitable board of a 
Baronial haU ; and yet the dressing of the dishes argued a degree of culinary 
skill on the part of the cook, which would have gained for him immortal 
honour even at a modern civic feast. Fish there was none, because neither 
the lake nor the brawling streams of the Neilgherry Hills produce any, and 
fish is too perishable a commodity to bear carriage in such a climate as that 
of India. But if a profusion of every other delicacy which the country 
afibrded could make amends for this deficiency, the most fastidious gour- 
mand would have found no just cause of complaint. 

Turtle-soup and venison, a turkey from the Conkan, supported by a 
burly ham from Yorkshire, wild-boar chops, and marrow-bones of the great 
Busa deer; a steaming dish of all-hlaze^^ — that inimitable Indian com- 
pound of all the most delicate game-birds, curiously blended with piquant 
sauce, and the hottest spices — a variety of exquisite curries and pillaws^ and 
a profusion of cunningly-devised sweetmeats ; mangoes from Goa ; grapes 
and apples from Bangalore ; oranges from the sunny gardens of Laulpette ; 
and the rarest preserves from China; — all appeared in succession, and were 
washed down with wine that would have done credit to the cup of Gany- 
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mede. Nor were any of those accessories wanting, which, although 
apparently of trifling importance in themselves, are so necessary to the 
comfort of those who understand and value real luxury. A blazing fire — 
ay ! — a fire, for even within eleven degrees of the equator, a fire becomes a 
luxury at the elevation of eight thousand feet above the level of the sea — 
luxurious arm-chairs, snow-white damask, sparkling crystal, a profusion of 
wax lights, and a host of well-trained servants, in scarlet turbans and sashes, 
and flowing robes edged with gold lace — all were perfect of their kind — 
nothing was forgotten, which the most devoted follower of Epicurus could 
have desired. 

Mansfield, indeed, cared little for such luxuries ; but, even to the most 
indiflPerent, there is something pleasing in the sudden transition from the 
hardship and fatigue of a jungle campaign, to the perfect repose and com- 
fort of so well-regulated an establishment as that of old Lorimer. The 
worthy Doctor, who fully appreciated good living, and who, after having 
been subjected, for a time, to the comparatively hard fare of a hunter’s 
camp, now saw realized the most voluptuous dreams of his hungry 
imagination, was in Elysium. Charles and his fair cousin were as happy 
in each other’s society, as the xm welcome intelligence received that morning 
would permit them to be. Old Lorimer was happy because he saw his 
guests were so; and, in short, a more cheerful or contented little party 
never met around the hospitable board. 

The conversation naturally turned upon the late adventures of the jungle 
party, and many a laugh there was, at the expense of the worthy Doctor, 
who, in the fulness of his heart, — and of his stomach, — enjoyed the fun as 
much as any one, adding zest to the jokes against himself, by his quaint 
sayings and pithy Scotch proverbs. 

But, interesting as the conversation proved to those engaged in it, it 
would hardly be so to the reader who has already followed our friends in 
their wanderings. We shall, therefore, pass over the dinner in silence, 
merely remarking that Kate, who remained at table as long as she could, 
with any degree of propriety, appeared as deeply interested in the various 
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moving accidents of jungle warfare as any of the sportsmen^ and listened^ 
with a double portion of interest, whenever her cousin happened to be the 
hero of the tale. 

Charles had no taste for late sitting after dinner, and the feeling that this 
was, probably, the last opportunity he might have of enjoying a tite-a-‘tife 
with his fair cousin, made him, on the present occasion, doubly anxious to 
escape from the carouse which his uncle’s comfortable arrangement of a 
horse-shoe table, and chairs round the fire, appeared to indicate. But, like 
most young men of his age, he had an insurmountable dread of ridicule. 
Conscious as he was of a fidgety impatience, and feeling himself unable to 
join in the conversation, with a proper degree of interest, he fancied the 
eyes of all — but particularly of his pawky friend, the Doctor, of whose 
satirical powers he had the utmost dread — were watching his every move- 
ment ; although he might easily have perceived that the honest Doctor was 
much too agreeably employed, in discussing a magnum of claret, and 
narrating his own exploits, to waste a thought upon him, or his intentions. 
Charles, therefore, kept his seat, — although the seducing notes of a guitar, 
faintly heard in the next room, made it to him a seat of thorns, — and 
passed the bottle manfully, till the second magnum having been produced, 
and M^Phee having just commenced an elaborate description of the hog- 
hunt, in which he had signalized himself by spearing the old boar, he 
availed himself of the opportunity to make a dash at the door, and succeeded 
in efiecting his escape, under cover of one of the Doctor’s boisterous peals 
of laughter. 

On entering the drawing-room, Charles found his cousin seated on a sofa, 
and hanging pensively over her guitar; she had just concluded a little Spanish 
air, a particular favourite of his, and one of those which he had copied for 
her ; and his heart beat quicker, as the thought flashed across his mind that 
her present pensive attitude might, in some way, be connected with the 
train of ideas which that air was calculated to arouse. Her back was 
towards him as he entered. His approaching footstep made Kate start, 
and turn hastily round, and a slight blush suffused her cheek, as she dis- 
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covered the intruder to be her cousin; — there was an undried tear, too, 
upon her cheek; — but why she blushed, or why the tear was there, she 
hardly dared to ask. And why Charles felt a certain degree of nervous 
awkwardness in her presence he could not exactly tell, for Kate and he had 
hitherto been on the most intimate footing of cousinly affection, — which, 
by the way, young ladies, is a very dangerous sort of intimacy, and a 
slippery footing, to say the best of it ; — yet certain it was that he did feel 
like an intruder ; and equally true was it that the conscious blush, and the 
tell-tale tear, were but too distinctly visible on the soft cheek of the blooming 
Kate. 

There is an old Scottish proverb, that a blate cat makes a proud mouse,” 
and in this instance it was verified. Kate’s spirits began to rise the 
moment she perceived her cousin’s embarrassment ; one glance was sufficient 
to convince her that the bashful youth was at her mercy ; and, with that 
assurance, her self-possession, and the love of tormenting, instantly returned. 
The timid blush forsook her cheek, and an arch smile played around the 
corners of her mouth, as she demurely raised her eyes, and inquired of 
Charles, with an air of great solicitude, whether he did not feel over- 
fatigued by his ride. 

Over-fatigued!” exclaimed Charles, looking up in his turn, and fixing 
his eyes upon his cousin’s face, with a look of the most perfect naivete; 

what on earth, Kate, should make you think of my being over-fatigued 
this evening, of all evenings in the year ? Why, we only rode some five- 
and- thirty miles altogether I” 

I crave your pardon, gentle cousin,” replied Kate, bending over her 
guitar to conceal a smile which this unsophisticated answer called forth. 

I forgot that you were now no longer a Griffin^ but a seasoned Forester, 
whose iron frame knows not fatigue. But your having left the other 
gentlemen so early, added to your jaded looks, made me feel quite anxious 
about your health.” 

And cannot my fair cousin think of any better reason than that of 
over-fatigue to account for my leaving the dining-room so early?” replied 
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Charles^ now beginning to act on the defensive. Has she so mean an 
opinion of her own powers as to suppose that any one with a soul for music 
could act the part of the deaf adder^ with such notes as those I heard just 
now ringing in his ears ?” 

A very prettily-turned compliment^ as times go/’ interrupted Kate. 

A delicate mode of insinuating, that your highly accomplished, and very 
musical cousin, is a charmer. Divine thought ! But, Master Adder, as 
you have taken the trouble of proving to me that you are not deaf, I must 
avail myself of the opportunity to din into your ears, for the hundred and 
fiftieth time, that your highly-accomplished and musical cousin knows too 
well the value of such empty compliments, to be in the slightest degree 
flattered by them. She is somewhat fastidious in her taste, and if you have 
nothing better to oifer than the commonplace assurance of her being a 
charmer, capable of seducing wild beasts from their food, you had better 
not attempt to act the part of flatterer.” 

Flatterer 1 ah, Kate, you know too well how dear to me are the 
witching notes of that sweet voice, to believe, in your heart, that I am 
capable of insulting your good sense by empty flattery.” 

« Why, this is worse and worse,” replied Kate, laughing. " Flattery 
upon flattery, almost amounting to love-making ! Is this all the thanks I 
get for the interest I have taken in your education ? I sent you to the 
jungles on purpose to make a man of you — to give you an opportunity of 
performing deeds of valour worthy of my smiles — I expected to see you 
return a mighty hunter, a terror to wild beasts, a fearless rider of the 
^ tempest-footed ’ Arab. And lo ! — unworthy that thou art — you come 
back upon my hands, a very carpet-knight, a silken-tongued flatterer, a 
retailer of unmeaning compliments, and, I have no doubt, a would-be lady- 
killer. Away, away — thou shalt no longer be knight of mine.” 

Come, come, fair cousin,” replied Charles, laughing in his turn, you 
are over-hasty in your judgment ; you forget that love and war go hand in 
hand — the boldest knight is ever the most enthusiastic in praise of his mis- 
tress — and therefore, reasoning from analogy, the very fact of my having so far 
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improved in the art of flattery^ as to pay compliments which^ you yourself 
allow, almost amount to love-making, is rather an argument in favour of my 
having improved also in the art of woodcraft, which every one allows to be 
a species of warfare. If further proof be wanting of my prowess, I have 
grim trophies enough to lay at the feet of my peerless cousin, for which I 
hope to be rewarded with one of her most gracious smiles. But a truce, dear 
Kate, I pray you, to this bantering, I am haunted by visions of the many 
bright hours which have fleeted by so swiftly — alas, how much too swiftly ! 
— since first we met under this happy roof ; and the recollection that this is 
the last evening we shall spend together for many a long day, hangs like a 
weight around my heart. When we shall meet again, Kate, Heaven only 
knows ! but let us at least part friends — say that I may still wear your 
colours in my cap, and let me be happy in the belief that, when we are far 
apart, the gentle Kate wiU sometimes bestow a kind thought on her un- 
worthy cousin.” 

Kate was about to reply in her former bantering style, but an imploring 
glance from her cousin smote her heart; she extended her hand kindly 
towards him ; and her bright eye was dimmed with moisture, as she said in a 
tone of deeper feeling, than any one would have expected from her. 

Pardon me, dear Charles, I am a foolish, giddy girl, and had almost 
forgotten that unfortunate oflScial letter, else I should never have thought 
of tormenting you ; but with all my faults I am not ungrateful, and it 
would be ingratitude on my part, were I to forget the kind, good-natured 
cousin, who for the last three months has borne so patiently with all the wild 
caprices of a foolish girl. It is hard to say when we shall meet again ; but, 
meet when we may, it shall always be with pleasure on my part ; and in the 
mean time believe, that if your giddy cousin Kate is steady in nothing else, 
she can be steady in her friendship.” 

Charles only replied by seizing the proffered hand of his cousin, and press- 
ing it to his lips. His heart was too full to speak. 

There was an awkward silence for some minutes, during which Kate, who 
had forgotten to withdraw her hand from the grasp of her cousin, sat with 
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downcast eyes, as if absorbed in studying tbe elaborately-traced pattern of 
the Persian rug, on which her fairy foot reposed. 

I dare say you will think me very foolish, Kate,” said Charles, trying 
to smile, and hastily dashing a tear from his eye ; but the idea of leaving 
you to-morrow has quite unmanned me. I did not know, till now, how 
hard it would be to part.” 

Charles perceived that the little hand which still reposed in his trembled 
slightly ; but Kate was not one of those whose nerves are easily upset, and 
she instantly rallied. 

" Ko,” replied she, looking up, and speaking with somewhat of her usual 
gaiety, “ I shall not call you foolish, nor shall I be prudish enough — or 
prudent enough, if you like it better — to deny, that the regret at parting 
will be mutual. But at the same time, I must say, that I think you have 
allowed your imagination to run away with you, and are trying to persuade 
yourself that parting with a cousin — a very agreeable cousin we shall allow 
her to be, for the sake of argument — is a much more tragical business than 
you will find it in reality. You certainly have had the advantage of being 
sent into this wicked world some twelve months before me, but in spite of 
this advantage, I suspect I know more of the ways of the world — or the 
ways of the heart, at all events — than you do. Listen, then, with be- 
coming respect, to my prophetic words. You will leave this to-morrow, vowing 
that cousin Kate is an angel of light, and, that parting with her has torn 
your very heart-strings asunder ; you will eat no dinner, and will probably 
amuse yourself the greater part of the night in writing a sonnet to her 
eyebrow; after three days’ march you will recover your appetite, and although 
you still allow cousin Kate to be a very charming creature, you will begin 
to have serious misgivings as to the possibility of living on one of her smiles 
for more than a week ; by the time you have attended two or three balls at 
Bangalore, cousin Kate will have dwindled down into a really nice girl ! 
and the last roll of the drum as you march to take the field, will scatter to 
the four winds of heaven any few romantic ideas, which, in your mind, may 
still be associated with the name of Kate.” 
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Kate ! dearest Kate ! ” exclaimed Charles, clasping her hand in both of 
his, and squeezing it passionately to his heart, this levity is cruel. Forget 
you I By all that’s bright, I might as soon forget that the sun shines in 
heaven ! Forget you ! Oh, Kate, Kate ! if you only knew how deeply, how 
indehbly, your image is impressed upon my very heart’s core — if you 
had ever known what true love was, you would not talk thus lightly of 
forgetting.” 

Kate had, probably, quite as good an idea of true love as her impas- 
sioned cousin ; but she was gifted with a little more prudence ; and if she 
entertained towards him any feelings of a warmer nature than those of 
cousinly affection, she had too much good sense to intrust her secret to the 
keeping of a wild lad of eighteen, whom she had only known for three 
months, and whom she might not again see for years. It would be soon 
enough to do so, if, at their next meeting, she found his love had stood the 
test of time and absence. 

Charles I Charles I this is folly,” exclaimed the blushing girl, hastily 
withdrawing her hand, and rising from her seat. 

But Charles was not thus to be repulsed ; he sprung to her side, and 
again seizing her hand, attempted to lead her back to her seat. 

Stay, dearest Kate!” exclaimed he, with passionate energy; do not 
leave me- thus — only hear me say how deeply, how devotedly I love you — 
only allow me to ” 

"Whether Charles would have succeeded in urging his pretty cousin to 
listen further to his suit, we know not; for at this interesting moment 
the deep voice of old Lorimer was heard, humming a snatch of his 
favourite hunting-song, as he crossed the hall on his way from the dining- 
room. 

Poor Kate, who, in her present agitated state, would gladly have escaped 
to the privacy of her own room, but who had no means of doing so, save 
by thejjoor at which her father was about to enter, darted across the room, 
and, seating herself at the piano, began to play violently ; whilst Charles 
remained standing opposite the sofa, looking very much like a fool, and 
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heartily wishing his worthy uncle and his boon companions at the bottom 
of the Eed Sea, 

Ah ! you young dog — you gave us the slip, did you ?” exclaimed the 
jolly old gentleman, laying his hand playfully on the shoulder of his 
nephew. “ You young hands are sad fellows for shirking the bottle now- 
a-days. Such proceedings would not have been tolerated in my time. But 
perhaps you are in tbe right after all. Boys should keep their heads cool 
— young blood is hot enough without the stimulant of overmuch wine — 
and so I dare say you have been more rationally employed than your 
seniors. I see Kate, like a good girl, has been amusing you with some of 
her new waltzes. Does she not play them with spirit? Bravo, my girl — 
you are excelling yourself to-night ! ” 

Poor Kate, hardly knowing what she did, was banging the instrument 
most unmercifully, and, in her agitation, making the most egregious mis- 
takes ; but fortunately the old gentleman had not a very refined ear for 
music, and as long as she made plenty of noise, and galloped over the notes, 
at what he called a slashing pace, he fancied her performance perfect. 

“ Amusing him, quoth he ! ” whispered the Doctor, who, with his usual 
sagacity, saw at a glance how matters stood, and could not resist the 
temptation to indulge in a little quizzing. By my troth, Maister 
Charles, I’m thinking it’s you hae been amusing the young leddy, else I’m 
far mista’en. And ye maun hae frighted her too, ye wild birkie ; just see 
to her, poor thing, the awfu’ raised look she has, and the way she’s dingin 
the very hfe out o’ that unfortunate plane. Hoot fie, Maister Charles — 
and you sae douce-like too. But it’s just the way o’ the world. Learn the 
cat to the kirn, and she’ll aye be lickin. Let ane o’ you smooth-faced 
blate-lookin chiels anes learn the way to blaw in a lassie’s lug, and deil a 
muckle peace will you gie her ever after.” 

Charles, who knew from experience that it was in vain to bandy words 
with the Doctor when he was in one of his quizzical humours, made his 
escape across the room, and entered into conversation with his uncle re- 
garding his intended departure on the morrow. 
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Going to-morrow, you young dog!” exclaimed old Lorimer. « The 

deuce a bit of it. Why, man, we have settled to beat the Orange Yalley 

the most beautiful spot on the Neilgherry Hills— not been disturbed this 
season — a regular preserve; as full of game as ever it can hold. And 
Kate is to be of the party, too — she is wild to see this valley of which she 
has heard so much, and I promised long ago to take her the first time we 
went there. She will be quite in despair if she has not Cousin Charles to 
help her pony over the bad steps — eh, Kate ? is it not so?” 

Charles cast an inquiring glance towards his blushing cousin, and felt 
that one look of encouragement from her would almost induce him to turn 
deserter for her sake ; but she took no notice of her father’s remark ; so he 
replied, 

" You know, my dear uncle, nothing would give me so much pleasure as 
to make one of your party, but I have received an order to join immediately, 
and ” 

Well, I know you have!” cried the impatient old gentleman, and 
right sorry I was to hear it. But what of that ? They expect you to 
march, I suppose, and not to travel in a balloon !” 

Why, yes,” replied Charles, as I am ordered to carry my bullocks 
and camp-equipage along with me, I conclude that they intend me to 
march by the regular stages.” 

Well, then, in Heaven’s name, start your bullocks and tents — to- 
night if you like — but go yourself you shall not. I shall have bearers 
posted for you. You shall have my palanquin to travel in; and even sup- 
posing your people to have four or five days’ start of you, you would find 
no dijficulty in overtaking them, so you need not be afraid to spare a 
couple of days for the orange valley.” 

This reasoning was unanswerable. Charles thanked his uncle warmly 
for his kindness, and, with a wonderfully good grace, made up his mind to 
spend two more days on the Neilgherry Hills- 
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CHAPTEE XVIII. 

THE ORANGE VALLEY. 



)HE Orange Valley ! There is perfume in the very 
name I Our old heart warms, and a delicious 
languor steals over our senses, as we recall to 
mind the silent, balmy, incense-breathing mom 
when first we trod the flowery shades of that en- 
chanting spot. Armed as we were to the teeth, 
and bent on slaughter, we felt as if we profaned 
the scene by our unhallowed presence. It seemed 
to us the abode of peace and innocence ; a place 
for young lovers to walk hand in hand, culling 
the golden fruit, and twining into bridal wreaths the snow-white blossoms, 
which made the very air love-sick with their fragrance. It was not for 
such as we — the blood-stained weather-beaten hunter. 

Such were the thoughts which flitted through our brain as we wended 
our solitary way through this wilderness of sweets. And were it not that 
at the root of an orange-tree we discovered the mangled carcass of a deer, 
with the fresh foot-prints of a tiger leading therefrom, there is a fearful 
probabihty that the Old Forest Eanger might, in the softness of his heart, 
have thrown aside his rifle, betaken himself to a straw-hat and pastoral 
crook, fastened^ bimches of green ribbon to his knees, and devoted the 
remamder of his life to piping lovelorn ditties in praise of some cruel, 
stony-hearted shepherdess. But the weU-known print of the tiger’s royal 
paw recalled our manhood, and rescued us from the puling life of an 
Arcadian shepherd. We were once more in our element. We hugged 



THE OEANGE VALLEY. 


253 


our trusty rifle^ thanking our good stars that it was no pastoral crook. And 
as we loosened our hunting-knife in its sheath^ we felt that we loved the 
sweet spot all the better, now that we had a right to explore its beauties 
with the free step and roving eye of a hunter. 

It was at the lower end of this beautiful valley, which derives its name 
from the dense jungle of wild orange and lime-trees with which it is clothed, 
that the party from Ootacamund had pitched their tents. It was late on 
the previous evening before they had reached their ground ; the march had 
been a rough and a weary one; and although the eastern sky was fast 
brightening, and the jungle-cock crowing merrily, there were not as yet 
any signs of life within the camp. The canvass walls hung damp and 
heavy with the dews of night. The wearied horses stood dozing at their 
pickets, carefully enveloped in thick woollen clothing, which extended over 
the head and ears in the form of a hood. The deer, as they descended the 
hill-side to seek their fragrant bed among the orange-groves, stopped to 
gaze on the unwonted sight of human habitations ; and the prowling tiger, 
as he returned with sulky steps to his solitary lair, cast many a wistful 
glance towards the baggage bullocks, from which he had been scared during 
the night by the smell of fire and the neighbourhood of man. The cry of 
the great black monkey was heard among the woods like the voice of a 
laughing satyr. The industrious woodpecker, like a sober mechanic, plied 
his noisy trade ; and the winking owl, like a drowsy reveller returning 
from his nightly carouse, answered with a hoot of drunken merriment, as 
if in derision of his early-rising neighbour. The hungry vulture, antici- 
pating the feast which, before sunset, would be prepared for him by the 
hand of man, wheeled over the camp in wide gyrations. The joyous paro- 
quets — gay-coated, light-hearted varlets — darted about on rapid wing, 
screaming with delight at the prospect of a new day of thoughtless 
merriment. All nature was in motion, save the sleeping inmates of the 
hunters’ camp. 

Charles, who, lover-like, had slept but little, was first afoot; and his 
impatient summons speedily called forth a host of yawning native servants. 




254 THE OLD FOREST EANOEB. 


looking wofully out of their element in the cold bracing air of the hills, and 
creeping about with a sort of paralytic motion, like hdHS-dazed flies in the 
end of autumn. The camp fires, however, were soon replenished ; and by 
the time the Doctor had finished his toilet, his naturally good appetite had 
been whetted to a pitch of wolf-like keenness by the savoury streams of 
curry and ragout which were wafted to his tent on the wings of the sharp 
morning air. In less than an hour the gentlemen of the party had discussed 
a substantial breakfast, and were assembled in front of the mess-tent, 
smoking their cheroots, and examining their weapons, to see that all was in 
good order for a grand field-day. The horses were accoutred, the beaters 
assembled, and old Ishmail already in the saddle, smiling complacently, and 
remonstrating with his impatient hounds — a band of veterans, scarred with 
many a glorious wound — which crowded around him, gazing up in his face, 
and whining as if to reproach their venerable leader with his imusual want 
of activity. 

But there was one tent, larger and more commodious than the others, 
the curtain of which had not yet been withdrawn ; a horsekeeper, bearing 
in his hand a silver-mounted chowrie, was leading up and down, in front of 
it, a handsome ambling Atcheen pony, accoutred with a side-saddle ; and on 
this tent Charles kept his eyes fixed with all the devotion of a good Mus- 
sulman gazing on the tomb of the Prophet. 

The patience of old Lorimer was weUnigh exhausted, and even Mansfield 
was beginning to get fidgety, when the canvass door of the tent was at 
length drawn aside by a smiling Ayah^ and the blooming Kate, in all the 
pride of youthful loveliness, came bounding forward to crave forgiveness of 
her father for her unusual want of punctuality. There was a beaming 
smile of happiness on her young face, a look of confiding love in her deep 
blue eye, which would have melted a far sterner heart than that of her fond 
father. The meditated words of reproof died upon his lips, the frown 
vanished from his brow, as a cloud upon the hill-side melts before the rising 
sun. He kissed his daughter’s cheek affectionately, and, calling her a lazy 
monkey, desired her to jump upon her pony. 
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Need it be said with what alacrity Charles hastened to help his fair 
cousin to her saddle ; how he gently squeezed her hand in doing so ; how 
close he rode by her side^ and how often he dismounted in the dirtiest parts 
of the road to lead her pony over a difficult pass, or a stony watercourse ? 
No I The discerning reader wiU imagine all this. And were we to inform 
him of the very kindly manner in which all these little attentions were 
received by the gentle Kate, we rather think he would agree with us, that 
the Doctor was not very far from the truth, when he remarked to Mansfield 
that “ Yon loon was garrin’ the bit lassie’s heart to melt like snaw aff a 
dyke.” 

They had nearly reached the head of the valley, when Kate was roused 
from a pleasing reverie, by hearing the distant sound of her father’s bugle 
calling together the stragglers; and she became aware that, during an 
interesting discussion with her cousin, they had fallen nearly half a miie in 
rear of their companions. A conscious blush suffused her cheek, and with- 
out waiting for another word, she applied the whip smartly to the flank of 
her willing pony, who, not being accustomed to such rough usage, started 
off at a pace which, on so rough a path as the one they travelled, appeared 
even to Charles somewhat venturesome. And so the result proved it to 
be; for, on turning a sharp angle, where the path was overgrown with 
slippery grass, the pony’s legs flew from under him, and poor Douce 
Davie” — for so he was called — came heavily to the ground, throwing his 
rider against a bank, and nearly rolling over her. Charles felt his heart 
sink within him, as he pulled up his horse with a jerk that nearly broke the 
poor animal’s jaw, just in time to avoid riding over his cousin. Trembling 
in every limb, he threw himself from his horse, and hastened to raise his 
beloved Kate ; but, ere he could do so, the spirited girl had regained her 
feet, seized her pony’s bridle, and was ready to remount. Her cheek was 
paler than usual, and Charles felt that her delicate hand trembled ; but her 
innate courage had not deserted her. Her eye was bright as ever ; and, 
although her bloodless lips showed that she had sustained a severe shock, 
she replied with one of her sweetest smiles to the anxious inquiries of her 
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cousin^ assuring him that she was not in the slightest degree hurt. Her 
only anxiety, after having ascertained that Douce Davie’s ” knees were 
uninjured, was to remount as quickly as possible, and to exact a promise 
from her cousin, that he would not mention the accident to her father, lest 
he should be over anxious about her in future. Charles, more charmed 
than ever at her spirited conduct, lifted her gently into the saddle, and the 
light-hearted girl, smiling her thanks, cantered off as gay and fearless as 
ever. 

So much for good caste^^^ thought Charles, as he followed at a hand 
canter along the narrow path. How often have I seen a great hulking 
lass, with bones and sinews like a man, who, after such a fall as this, would 
have sat for half an hour, wiping her gooseberry eyes with a crumpled 
pocket handkerchief, redolent of apples, and sobbing forth her unalterable 
determination never again to trust her precious person upon horseback! 
whilst this delicate creature, all grace, gentleness, and refinement, exhibits 
a degree of courage and self-possession worthy of a hero. It is the caste 
that tells — the lightning in her blood which prevents it from stagnating 
round her heart like the muddy stream which flows in the veins of a ple- 
beian.” (O, fie, Mr. Charles! How can you venture, in this age of 
liberty and equality, to insult the majesty of the people by drawing such 
odious comparisons ?) 

By the time Charles and his cousin had overtaken the party, Ishmail, 
with his dogs and beaters, had already moved off to the point from whence 
the beat was to commence ; and old Lorimer was pointing out to Mansfield 
the different passes where the guns ought to be posted. 

There,” said he, addressing Mansfield, and pointing to the opposite 
side of the valley, do you see that rhododendron-tree, covered with 
scarlet flowers, overhanging a mass of grey rock? Well, that is the best 
pass, and must be defended by the best man. Do you take it ; you will 
find a deer-track just below, which will lead you across the valley. And 
now to your post — you have some distance to go, and will hardly' reach it 
before the hounds are in cover. And how are we to dispose of y<?w, young 
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lady ?” continued he, addressing his daughter^ who at this moment rode up, 
followed by Charles, 

I think I had better go a little further up the hill, papa,” replied Kate, 
where I shall be out of your way, and at the same time have a good view 
of your proceedings. I have brought my drawing materials, and can amuse 
myself very well by taking a sketch of this beautiful valley.” 

No, no, dear,” replied her father, smiling; picturesque as you and 
Douce Davie would be on the hill-side, you would form rather too con- 
spicuous an object in the landscape, and might prevent the game from 
breaking cover. As you have come out in the character of a huntress, 
you must go through with it, and betake yourself to a place of concealment 
as we do.” 

What I am I to shoulder a rifle and defend a pass, papa ?” asked Kate, 
with one of her bewitching smiles. 

Not yet, my pretty recruit,” replied the old gentleman, patting her 
shoulder affectionately. We shall excuse you from bearing arms this 
time, in consideration of your only mounting guard as a supernumerary. 
But I shall expect you to be so far a good Shikaree^ as to keep your mouth 
shut and your eyes open. I shall look out for a safe place for you as soon 
as I have posted the guns.” 

If you will ptit my fair cousin under my charge. Sir,” said Charles, 
eagerly, I promise to take the utmost care of her, and shall do my best to 
teach her her duty as a huntress.” 

Well, so be it, boy. Take her with you, and keep her quiet if you 
can. But mind, if she spoils your sport, it is your own fault.” 

Will my gentle cousin deign to accept of my services as her trusty 
squire ? ” exclaimed Charles, springing gaily from his horse, and extending 
his hands to assist the young lady in dismounting. 

The blushing Kate was about to decline her cousin’s offer on the score 
of her being troublesome, and in his vray. But the imploring look he gave 
her, and the thought that this would be the last day they might spend 
together for a long, long time, caused her to relent. She placed her hands 
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in his with a confiding look that went to his very heart’s core^ and springing 
lightly to the gronnd, the young couple walked oj0^ arm*in-arm^ to take 
possession of the pass assigned them. 

And so may ye gang linket thegether for the rest o’ ye’r days,’' thought 
the kind-hearted Doctor, as he followed the retiring figures with a look of 
fond admiration ; for ye are twa as bonny and as winsome young things 
as a man would wish to see in a simmer’s day. And there’s true love 
atween you, or I’m far mista’en. 

And where will ye be pleased to put me and Mans A%, Sir,” con- 
tinued the Doctor, turning to old Lorimer, who was giving directions to 
have the horses removed out of sight. I hae gi’en the auld lass an extra 
fingar’s depth o’ pouther ever since the day she killed the tiger ; and she’s 
that proud, Sir, she lets a crack would amaist deeve ye, and is fit to fright 
the life out o’ ony ordinary beast, let abee killin’ him. Odd, Sir, it will 
just do your heart good to hear auld Meff speak to them. She’s a deevle. 
Sir, when she’s angred; and rattles the grit-shot about their lugs in a 
style that’s just perfectly amazin’ !” 

“ I crave your pardon, my worthy friend,” replied Lorimer, smiling, I 
had almost overlooked you in my hurry. But I have not forgotten the late 
exploits of your trusty fusee, and have retained a pass for you, where the 
range being short, I think her good qualities as a thrower of grit-shot 
may be displayed to advantage. It is not above a hundred yards from 
hence; so come along, and I shall post you before I take up my own 
position.” 

“ And ye’ll no hae nae objections to the grit-shot then — will ye. Sir ?” 

No, you incorrigible old poacher, no,” replied old Lorimer, laughing 
outright at the comical look with which the Doctor accompanied his last 
question. You may cram what barbarous missiles you like into that 
antediluvian-looking weapon of yours ; but only do not ask me to stand 
godfather to her atrocities, for it goes against my conscience.” 

Thank you. Sir ; you are a handsome man, and a good Christian,” 
replied the Doctor, shouldering his fusee and stepping off, left foot foremost. 
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to the tune of J ohnnie Cope,” a favourite air, which the Doctor always 

whistled when he felt himself unusually valiant. 

Reader, have you ever been in love? — Start not, gentle lady, at our 
home question: it is only intended for the male sex. Have you ever sat 
by the side of her who inspired that love, in some romantic spot, far, far 
away in the woods, with the summer sun smiling in the deep blue sky, and 
green boughs waving over head, and the clear rill bubbling at your feet, 
and the distant hills sleeping in the sunshine ; and listened to the sweet 
voice of the thrush, and the hum of the wandering bee, and the drowsy 
murmur of insects, intoxicated with the perfume of flowers ? And have 
you not at such a moment experienced a delightful, dreamy, indescribable 
sensation of happiness, not of this earth — a feeling unknown to the inmates 
of the glittering ball-room, or the sumptuous banquet-hall — a silent com- 
munion of soul, expressed by looks, far more eloquent than words — a 
twining together of the heart-strings — a charm — a spell — a something 
which you feel that a single word would dissipate ? If so, you will be able 
to imagine the feelings of Charles as he sat by the side of his beloved Kate, 
on a sloping bank of velvet turf, sufficiently far up on the hill-side to com- 
mand an extensive view of the beautiful valley which lay extended at their 
feet. 

The position occupied by Charles and his cousin was backed by 
a perpendicular rock of considerable height, overgrown with moss and 
creeping shrubs. An orange-tree of goodly size stretched forth its fragrant 
boughs to shelter them from the heat of the sun, and all around them 
sprung up a thicket of beautiful flowering shrubs, forming a screen 
sufl&cient to conceal them ; but, at the same time, affording a clear view, 
through the openings among the branches, of any animal which might 
pass within range of their post, as well as of the general scenery of the 
valley. 

Charles was sitting with one rifle resting across his knees, and another 
lying by his side, noAV gazing into the expressive blue eyes of his cousin, 
and now casting a rapid glance towards the head of the valley, from whence 
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he expected the hounds and beaters to approach ; for, much as he was in 
love, he did not forget his late training in the jungles, which had taught 
him to make good use of his eyes and ears, even when his thoughts were 
most abstracted. 

Kate, with her drawing implements lying idly beside her, leant her back 
against the stem of the orange-tree, and fixed her eyes upon the beautiful 
scene before her, as if absorbed in deep and pleasing thought. 

It was one of those warm, still, dreamy days, when nature appears to 
slumber in the sunshine. No sound was heard save the dull mysterious 
roar of a distant waterfall, far up among the wild hills at the head of the 
valley : not a leaf stirred — no living thing was seen. There was some- 
thing almost awful in the deep silence, and yet it harmonised well with the 
feelings of the young lovers, soothed as they were into a state of pleasing 
languor, by the relaxing heat, and the overpowering perfume of orange- 
blossom, with which the air was loaded. Their hearts were full to over- 
flowing, and they sat for some time in thoughtful silence, before either could 
find words to express the feelings of admiration and happiness which almost 
overwhelmed them. 

Kate was the first to break silence. 

Oh ! what a beautiful world is this ! ” she exclaimed, clasping her hands 
together, and turning towards Charles, with her expressive eyes swimming 
in moisture. " How grateful ought we to be when we think that this 
glorious sun, this perfumed air, those smiling woods, and purple mountains, 
have all been given to us, with health and strength to enjoy them ; and yet, 
in the bustle of the world, how seldom do we put the proper value upon 
these manifold sources of happiness and innocent enjoyment which arc open 
to all mankind ! Oh ! how sincerely do I pity those whose hearts have be- 
come callous to the beautiful works of nature ! ” 

It is indeed a fair world, dearest Kate,” replied Charles, with much 
feeling. I have always been a lover of nature ; but never have I so 
fully appreciated her beauties as I do at this moment. I feel as if I viewed 
every object in a new light and through a happier medium than I have ever 
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done before. Are you philosopher enough, dear Kate, to tell me the rea- 
son why ? ” 

Kate’s heart whispered to her the true reason, and although a downcast 
eye and blushing cheek formed the only answer to her cousin’s question, 
they spoke more eloquently than words could have done. 

It is because we were never intended to enjoy happiness alone,” 
whispered Charles, laying his hand gently upon that of his blushing cousin; 

say, dearest Kate, is it not so ?” 

Kate felt the conscious blood mounting with double rapidity to her face 
and neck, at this rather home question ; but she was spared the embar- 
rassment of replying to it, for, before she could do so, the first joyous shout 
of the beaters, as they dashed into cover, arose from among the hills at the 
head of the valley ; and, for the first time, it grated harshly on the ears of 
Charles. 

However, the spell was broken. That shout reminded Charles that the 
Orange Yalley, with all its beauty and fragrance, was no longer a place for 
whispering lovers ; it had now become an arena, in which the most for- 
midable beasts of the forest might be encountered, and where all the 
energies of man must be called into action. He felt like a sentinel who 
had been caught napping on his post ; and hastily snatching up his rifle, he 
placed himself so as to command a better view of the open ground in front 
of his position. 

Even the gentle Kate became excited as the hounds now opened on the 
scent, and the deep-toned pack came sweeping down the valley, their voices 
now mufiled by intervening woods, and again rising full and clear upon the 
still air. 

Nearer and nearer came the yelling pack, their onward course marked 
by the flights of peacock and jungle-fowl, which rose before them like 
pheasants in a preserve ; and as they approached, it became evident that 
the game, whatever it might be, was running directly towards the pass 
which Charles commanded. 

It was only now that Charles, whose thoughts had been somewhat 
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bewildered^ bethought himself of the danger to which Kate might be ex- 
posed, in the event of the animab which was now on foot^ proving to be a 
beast of prey. 

There was no time to be lost ; so, laying down his rifle, he seized the 
astonished girl by the arm, and stammering out an apology for his apparent 
rudeness, hurried her, with very little ceremony, up a rugged path, leading 
to the top of the rock which backed their position; and having there 
bestowed her in a place which appeared free from danger, and cautioned 
her to keep as quiet as possible, he hastened back to his post. 

Charles had hardly regained his pass, when a crashing sound was heard, 
as if some heavy animal was forcing its way through the tangled brushwood, 
about three hundred yards on one side of his position. 

This was the moment of real excitement ; for who could tell, unless he 
were better skilled in the art of woodcraft than was our friend Charles, 
what animal he might be called upon to encounter ? It might only be a 
deer, or a wild hog ; but it might with equal probability be a bear, a 
panther, or a tiger. 

Whatever it might be, Charles was prepared to give it a warm reception. 
Cocking both barrels of his rifle, he crouched more closely behind his leafy 
screen, and waited with breathless anxiety for the moment when the animal 
should break cover. Again the crashing sound was heard, followed by a 
dead pause — then a loud snort — a furious rush — a bound — and a noble 
stag, followed by three hinds, burst through the opposing brushwood — 
halted for one moment — gazed wildly round — snuflPed the air — laid back 
their large ears to catch the yell of their pursuers — and uttering a wild 
snort, started off again at the top of their speed towards the hills. 

Charles, waiting till the stag was directly abreast of his position, and not 
more than twenty yards from him, raised his rifle, and fired. He had 
already measured with longing eyes the wide-spreading antlers of the noble 
brute, little inferior in size to an American moose-deer, and felt confident 
that this shot must make the prize his own. But whether it was that his 
hand shook from over anxiety, or whether the consciousness that his fair 
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cousin was watching his proceedings^ had any thing to do with it, we know 
not ; yet certain it is that the stag, instead of falling, only tossed his head 
disdainfully, and making a higher bound than usual, pursued his course 
with unabated speed. 

Kate, who had watched the effect of the shot with trembling anxiety, felt 
her heart relieTed as she saw the beautiful creatures bounding away 
unharmed ; her enthusiasm completely got the better of her ; and starting 
to her feet with an exclamation of joy, she waved her pocket-handkerchief 
as if to cheer on the gracefal fugitives. 

Charles, mad with vexation, discharged a second and a third shot in rapid 
succession ; but all with the same result. The bullets rebounding from the 
hard ground, went spinning and whistling through the woods, as if in 
derision of the unsteady hand that fired them ; and the deer, after a few 
more bounds, were lost to view behind the shoulder of the hill. 

It has a plaguy unpleasant twang with it, gentle reader, that same 
whistle of a stray bullet, whether it be discharged from your own weapon, 
or from that of a short-sighted friend, who happens to fire in your direction. 

So much for showing off!” thought Charles, as he dropped the dis- 
charged weapon into the hollow of his arm, with a blank look of disappoint- 
ment. 

You have not hurt any of them — have you?” asked Kate, peeping 
over the edge of the rock on which she was perched. 

No,” replied Charles, in no very cheerful tone ; “ not a hair ruffled.” 

Oh ! I am so glad I” exclaimed Kate, joyfully. “ It would have made 
me quite miserable to have seen you kill one of those beautiful creatures.” 

Thank you, my gentle cousin,” replied Charles, smiling. But I 
doubt whether your father will be equally well pleased with my per- 
formance, particularly if I allow the hounds to get away after the deer. 
Ha 1 here they come ! I must manage to stop them, whatever happens, else 
I shall get a proper roasting.” 

So saying, he snatched up a whip which he had fortunately kept by him 
— and. which, by the way, he was just in the humour to use with effect — 


264 THE OLD FOREST RANGER. 


and rusliing in front of the hounds, he succeeded, after some difficulty, in 
flogging them off the scent. 

This accomplished, and the sulky pack having been recalled by the 
sound of Ishmail’s bugle, Charles felt that he could now face his uncle 
with a better grace, and returned to his post, determined, if possible, to 
acquit himself better on the next occasion. 

He had not to wait long before the hounds were again in full cry, 
and running in different directions— the pack having divided in pursuit 
of the different sorts of game with which the valley abounded. The 
rifles, too, now began to play their parts, and several shots were heard 
in the direction of Mansfield’s pass, as well as that of old Lorimer. The 
beaters, encouraged by the sound of fire-arms, and the prospect of a plen- 
tiful supply of venison, redoubled their shouts. The hounds bayed more 
savagely, yells of pain occasionally mingling with their deep-toned notes ; 
and the smiling groves of that beautiful valley rung with wild discordant 
sounds, which ill accorded with the character of its scenery. 

To Kate, whose feelings had been wound up to the highest pitch of 
romantic sensibility, the sudden transition from sentimental solitude to 
this scene of rude excitement was painful; and appeared to her like a 
profanation of the beautiful spot. 

Charles, on the contrary, felt his blood warm as the uproar increased 
— he longed for an opportunity of wiping out his late disgrace in the 
blood of some formidable antagonist, worthy of his overflowing valour ; 
and, for the time being, all recollection of his late sentimental fit was 
lost among thick-coming fancies of desperate encounters with grizzly bears 
and brindled tigers. 

O man, hard-hearted man I how different is thy love from the love of 
woman I 

But what has become of the Doctor all this time ? We have not heard 
the voice of old Meg ; he must surely have fallen asleep, or smoked him- 
self into a fit of apoplexy. So thought Charles, as the storm of men 
and dogs swept down the valley in the direction of the Doctor^s pass. 
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^^Ha! there she goes at last — there is no mistaking her voice!” ex- 
claimed Charles^ as a report was heard, like that of a six-pounder, fol- 
lowed by a savage roar, and desperate shouts for aid. 

Now then. Master Charles ! now is the time to distinguish yourself! 
To the rescue — to the rescue, if you be a man I 

Charles was noways backward. Starting at once to his feet, and calling 
to his cousin not on any account to leave her place of safety, he sent 
before him a shout of encouragement to the poor Doctor, who was evi- 
dently in urgent need of assistance, and rushed towards the spot from 
whence the cries proceeded, bounding over the rocks and bushes like a 
young stag. 

On reaching the Doctor’s pass, Charles found poor M^Phee very 
much out of breath, and in a profuse perspiration — his hat off, his 
clothes tom and soiled with dust, and in his hand the shattered remains 
of his favourite fusee, the stock of which was broken, and the barrel 
sadly bruised and dented. 

May the de’el pick your banes, and make whistles o’ them for his 
bairns, ye old black-avized besom,” muttered the Doctor between his 
clenched teeth, as he carefully examined the different fragments of his 
sorely injured weapon. 

Hollo, Doctor! who are you maledising so fearfully?” exclaimed 
Charles, unable to contain his laughter, on beholding the mingled expression 
of anger and distress depicted on the poor Doctor’s long sallow face. 

She’s just perfectly ruined,” growled the Doctor, continuing his 
soliloquy, without taking any notice of Charles ; the stock in twa halves, 
the barrel domed as flat as my loof, and the lock — De’el be in her skin — 
the lock’s gane a’thegither ! ! Hech, Sirs; — poor auld Meg! — I’m fairly 
by wi’ you at last : ” here he dropped the remains of his fusee, and shook 
his head mournfully. Ye’ll never mair fire a nieve-fou o’ grit-shot nor 
take the life o’ man or beast.” 

What on earth has happened to you. Doctor?” exclaimed Charles, still 
laughing immoderately. " You look as if you had seen the Brownie.” 
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Brownie^ indeed ! By my troth;, lad, gin Brownie be as fashions a 
neighbour as the old deevle that came my gate, it maun be ill biding in a’e 
house wi’ him. See to the way she left my firelock, the mislear’d limmer, 
no’ to mention the riving o’ my coat, and a terrible ill-fa’urd hole in my 
breeks. See to that, Maister Charles 1 What way can I appear afore 
Miss Kate, or any other leddy, sicken a daft-like figure ?” 

So saying, the Doctor faced round, and exhibited a terrible rent in his 
nether garment, which the short round jacket he wore for the sake of cool- 
ness, rendered painfully conspicuous. 

There was something so irresistibly ludicrous in the poor Doctor’s 
appearance, that Charles nearly rolled upon the ground with laughter ; and 
so infectious was his mirth, that the good-humoured Doctor, who had a 
strong sense of the ridiculous, and never could resist a joke, even at his 
own expense, at length burst forth into one of his most hearty guffaws. 

" But my dear Doctor,” gasped Charles, as soon as he recovered breath 
enough to articulate, how did this happen ? Who or what has mal- 
treated you in this abominable manner ?” 

There is ane o’ her kind, at ony rate,” replied the Doctor, pointing 
with rather a triumphant air to the carcass of a young bear, not much 
larger than a terrier dog, which lay at some distance among the bushes. 

I hae rid the world o’ ane of the mischancie deevles ; and gin it be as 
ill-natured a craiter as the mither o’t, it was a weel done turn.” 

Ha ! a young bear,” exclaimed Charles, turning over the animal with 
his foot, and a terrible dose of grit-shot you have given him, poor thing ; 
he is nearly blown to pieces. But what has become of the old one ? ” 

She may hae gane to Bamf for a’ I ken or care,” replied the Doctor, 
and glad enough I was to get quit o’ her. But wherever she be, I’m 
thinkin’ she’s gotten a taste o’ the grit-shot that will keep her skin hot 
enough for a day or two — and deevle mend her.” 

Wounded, is she ? How did that happen ? I heard but one shot.” 

1 11 tell you that, lad,” replied the Doctor, deliberately tapping the lid 
of his snuff-mull. You see, I was just sitting at my pass, and taking a 
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blow o’ my cheroot, and basking in the sun, and winking for a’ the world 
like an auld ram-cat in the ingle nook ; and what wi’ the heat, and the 
bonny smell o’ the orange flowers, and a’ that, I was just ia a kind o’ 
waking dream like, and was beginning to think o’ some o’ my old sweet- 
hearts, and the bonny summer days when I hae set aside them in the sweet 
birk woods o’ cannie Scotland, and ” 

" In short, you were half asleep. Doctor,” interrupted Charles. 

Asleep, say you ! — and me thinking o’ my sweethearts ! O Maister 
Charles ! Maister Charles ! I wonder to hear you say the like, and your 
bonny cousin. Miss Kate, sae near at hand here the Doctor took a huge 
pinch of snuflP, and fixed his eyes upon the face of his young companion, 
with one of his most penetrating looks. 

" Well, well,” replied Charles, becoming rather fidgety at the turn the 
conversation had taken, we shall not discuss that point at present. But 
tell me, I pray you, about the bear, for, if she be wounded, it is high time 
we were upon her trail.” 

That’s true,” replied the Doctor. Well, as I was saying, I was 
sitting at my pass, and thinking o’ my old sweethearts, and the like o’ that, 
when a’ at ance I heard a terrible stramash among the bushes, and then a 
wild growl, just at my very lug. Up I jumps, wi the fusee in my hand, 
and my heart in my mouth, and out came a muckle brute o’ a bear, wi’ that 
wee towsie tyke sitting on her back, as conceity as you please, and haudin’ 
the grip, like grim death, wi’ his claws. The auld bear, as soon as she 
seed me, she up wi’ her birse, and shows her muckle white teeth, and girns 
at me like a perfect cannibal ; and the wee deevle he sets up his birse too, 
and snaps his bit teeth, and tries to girn like the mither o’t, wi’ a queer 
auld-farrant look that amaist gart me laugh ; although, to tell the blessed 
truth, Maister Charles, I thought it nae laughing sport. Well, there was 
naething else for it, so I lets drive at them wi’ the grit-shot, thinking to 
ding them baith at ance. I killed the sma’ ane dead enough ; but the auld 
one, she lets a roar that amaist deeved me, and at me she comes like a tigre. 
I was that frighted. Sir, I didna ken what to do ; but in despair I just held 
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out the muzzle o’ the fuzee to fend her of5 and I believe that saved mj life; 
for she gripped it atween her teeth, dang me o’er on the braid o’ my back, 
and off she set, trailing me through the bushes like a tether-stick; for 
some way or other I never let go the grip I had o’ the stock. I was that 
stupified I hae nae recollection what happened after this, till I found 
mysel’ sticking in the middle o’ a brier bush, wi’ my breeks rived the way 
you see, and poor old Meg smashed in bits — De’el be in her skin that 
did it.” 

A most unpleasant adventure, truly,” replied Charles, and quite 
enough to make a saint swear. But come. Doctor. Faint heart never won 
fair lady, or black bear either; so let us to work, and see if we cannot 
follow her up, for I perceive the hounds are not upon her track. She 
leaves a pretty conspicuous trail ; and see, here is blood upon it ! Hurrah ! 
we shall make her pay for this yet ! ” 

So saying, Charles, who during his late excursion in the jungle had 
acquired considerable skill in the art of following a trail, started in 
pursuit of the wounded bear. The Doctor, with no great stomach for the 
sport, but fearing to be left alone in his present unarmed state, followed 
close to his heels, brandishing the barrel of his fusee, the only weapon 
which now remained to him. 

They soon cleared the jungle, and found the track running along the 
side of the hill, in the direction of the rock upon which Kate had been 
left. 

I fear she is not so badly wounded as all this blood would lead one to 
suppose,” remarked Charles, else she would hardly venture to face the 
open country in this manner.” 

She has na’ tried to lift the brae, however,” replied the Doctor, 
although there’s strong cover on the other side, that she would be keen 
enough to get to, if she were fit. I’m thinking she’s no’ far afore us, and 
that we’U find her in the first wee bit burn. They aye make for the water 
when they’re sore hurted,” 

Well, keep your eyes about you,” answered Charles, whilst I follow 
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the track, and try if you can view her. Ha 1 what was that ? By Heaven! 
it is Kate’s voice I” exclaimed he, as he cast his eyes towards the rock upon 
which he had left his cousin, and caught the graceful outline of her figure 
against the sky, standing in the attitude of an inspired priestess, and waving 
a handkerchief, as if beckoning them towards her. 

I canna hear what she says,” remarked the Doctor, who had been 
holding his hands on each side of his head, to catch the sound more dis- 
tinctly, but I’m thinkin’ she sees something.” 

Forward! forward for your life!” shouted Charles, making a spring 
like a tiger, as his quick eye detected the shaggy form of the bear, slowly 
emerging from a small watercourse, within Httle more than two hundred 
yards of the rock upon which his cousin stood. She is making for the 
rock ! ” 

This was indeed the case. The wounded bear, unable or unwilling to 
face the extent of open ground which lay between her and the next wooded 
ravine, appeared bent upon dislodging Kate, and occupying her position, 
and the great start she had of her pursuers, rendered it but too probable 
that she would succeed in doing so. It now became a question of speed 
between Charles and the wounded bear, and desperate were the efifbrts he 
made to overtake her. But although the animal was so far crippled by her 
wounds as to enable Charles to gain upon her, yet the farther they 
advanced, the more evident it became, that, in spite of his utmost exertions, 
the bear must reach the goal, not only before him, but almost before he was 
within shot of her. 

In the mean time, Kate, unconscious of the danger which threatened 
her, was watching the chase with intense interest, and cheering on her 
cousin in pursuit of the flying foe. 

Charles felt a sickness at his heart, as the fearful idea flashed across his 
mind, that the sweet voice which now urged him forward, might, a few 
minutes hence, be gasping forth its last sob in the strangling embrace of 
the bear. The very precaution he had taken to insure the safety of his 
beloved cousin, would now prove her destruction. He had placed her upon 
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the top of a high rock, to which there was but one mode of access, a narrow 
and intricate path among the bushes; it was but too probable that this 
stronghold was well known to the savage brute of which he was in chase ; 
and the pass once occupied by her, all means of retreat were cut off to poor 
Kate. There was madness in the thought. Charles ground his teeth 
together in agony ; and although the violence of his previous exertion had 
already caused the blood to gush from his nostrils, he still attempted to 
press forward with increased speed. 

But the case was now hopeless. The bear was already within ten yards 
of the foot of the rock, whilst the distance between her and her pursuer 
was still upwards of a hundred. A well directed rifle bullet now appeared 
to Charles the only thing that could save the life of his unconscious cousin; 
and oh ! how fervently did he pray, poor fellow, that hand and eye might 
prove true in this his hour of need. Halting at once, and dropping on one 
knee, he raised the rifle to his shoulder, took a long aim, and fired. Is she 
down ? Alas, no ! Who could direct a rifle truly after such a run ? The 
hand which supported the long barrel trembled like an aspen leaf, the bullet 
flew far wide of the mark ; and, ere the second barrel could be discharged, 
the bear had disappeared among the thick brushwood which covered the 
side of the rock. 

O Kate! my beloved Kate!” exclaimed Charles, starting to liis feet, 
and again rushing wildly forward, without waiting to reload. 

By the time Charles reached the foot of the rock, the bear had already 
accomplished more than two thirds of the ascent ; and in a few seconds 
more, poor Kate, who was still unconscious of danger, would have been 
clasped in the deadly embrace of her paws. 

What is the matter, dear Charles ?” exclaimed Kate, who having rushed 
eagerly towards the edge of the rock on the approach of her cousin, now 
started back in horror on beholding his exhausted appearance, and the blood 
which, flowing from his nostrils, had dyed his clothes in front of a crimson 
colour. 

Stand back, dearest, stand back! Your life depends upon it!” ex- 
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claimed Charles, keeping his eye steadily fixed upon the bear, and slowly 
raising his rifle, one barrel of which still remained charged. 

Kate, terrifled by the wild energy of her cousin’s manners, shrunk back 
without uttering a word, and the next moment the sharp report of the rifle 
was answered by a savage roar, which proved that the shot had taken 
effect. 

The wounded bear now turned open-mouthed upon her pursuer, and 
rushed furiously down the steep path-way to attack him. 

Charles, who felt a load removed from his heart now that the rage of the 
animal was turned against himself, threw aside his rifle — both barrels of 
which had been discharged — drew his hunting knife, and coolly awaited 
the attack. 

So furious was the onset of the bear, that although Charles drove his 
hunting-knife up to the hilt in her body, he was borne to the ground with 
sufficient violence to be completely stunned, and deprived of the power of 
motion. 

Oh ! how bitterly did poor Kate now repent of having taken part in a 
sport so ill suited to her sex ! and how solemnly did she vow never more 
to be guilty of such folly, when she beheld her gallant cousin, after 
having risked his life in her defence, lying helpless and insensible be- 
neath the enormous weight of the dying bear, who, in her last efforts 
at revenge, was savagely gnawing and lacerating his unresisting arm! 

Kate’s first impulse was to scream loudly for assistance ; her next — brave 
girl — to rush wildly down the rugged path, in hopes that even her feeble 
arm might be of some avail in rescuing her cousin. 

But, fortunately for poor Charles, there was more efficient, though 
not more willing aid at hand. The Doctor, who had been left far be- 
hind in the chase, now came rushing up, panting furiously, and flour- 
ishing round his head the heavy barrel of his fusee. 

Hurrah! there’s a death-blow in auld Meg yet I” exclaimed he, heaving 
up his uncouth weapon to the full extent of his muscular arms, and bringing 
it down upon the head of the bear, with a crash that made the eyes start 
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from their sockets, and sent her rolling over on her back, with her stiffened 
limbs quivering in the air. 

Hech ! tak’ ye that, ye deevle’s bnckie,” muttered the Doctor, as he 
repeated the blow, to make the work of death more certain, at the same 
time inhaling his breath with a short energetic Pech^ and weel hae ye 
earned it, for by my troth ye hae gane near to kill as bonny a lad as ever 
stepped in shoe-leather. 

But there’s life in him yet, and sma’ thanks to you for it,” con- 
tinued the Doctor, as he raised the head of his young companion, and 
found that he still breathed. 

Is he alive ?” exclaimed Kate, who had stood gazing on this scene 
of blood, pale and motionless as a marble statue. 

Indeed is he, Miss Kate, bless your bonny face, and like to do well 
enough, after I hae ta’en a drap blood fra’ him,” replied the Doctor, 
fumbling about in his numerous pockets to find his lancet. 

Thank Heaven!” exclaimed the poor girl, fervently : " Thank Heaven!” 
and clasping her hands together, she sank down, fainting, by the side 
of her cousin. 
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CHAPTEE XIX. 

A PARTING WORD FROM THE OLD FOREST RANGER. 

lDY^ thou art weary of our savage tales — we can 
see it in thy languid eye, although thy kind heart 
will not permit thee to hurt the feelings of the 
poor Old Forester, by telling him to withdraw. 
We are becoming garrulous in our old age ; and 
although we have endeavoured to render our 
descriptions of jungle-warfare more fit for Lady’s 
bower, by introducing some scraps of sentiment, and 
feeble sketches of the glowing eastern scenery 
which many long years ago made an indelible im- 
pression on our youthful mind, yet we feel that our subject is, at best, one 
but ill adapted to a Lady’s ear. 

Our conscience tells us that we have already trespassed over-long on thy 
patience, and we blush to think of the many tales of blood and strife in 
which we must have done violence to thy gentle nature. But we are not 
ungrateful. Lady. — We fully appreciate thy condescension in having so 
long borne with the idle clavers of a garrulous old man. — e thank thee 
from our heart ; and if thou wilt only grant us thy indulgence for a few 
minutes longer, whilst we dispose of poor Kate and her cousin Charles, 
whom we left in rather a sorry plight, we will, with thy gracious permis- 
sion, make our respectful obeisance, and retire. 

“ A little cold water soon restored Kate ; but it was very different with 
poor Charles. He had fallen with the back of his head against a stone, and 
had received so severe a contusion, that in spite of copious bleeding and cold 
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applications^ it was many hours before he returned to consciousness^ and 
then only to fall into a raging fever, which was not a little augmented by 
the severe wounds he had received from the teeth of the bear. 

This untoward accident brought the day’s sport to an abrupt conclusion ; 
and next morning the party started on their return to Ootacamund. 

Charles travelled in his cousin’s palanquin, whilst she rode by his side, 
watching him with the utmost assiduity, and stopping the bearers from 
time to time, to moisten his parched lips, or to arrange, with gentle care, the 
pillows which supported his aching head. 

The unfortunate termination of their expedition had cast a gloom over 
the spirits of the j)arty, and their journey was dull enough — neither did 
any thing occur, worthy of notice, with the exception of one little incident, 
which, being illustrative of the manners of those interesting people, the 
Todahs^ we may here mention. 

Kate had desired the bearers to halt near a Todali village, to procure a 
draught of cold water for her cousin — this was speedily furnished by the 
kind-hearted creatures in one of their cleanest vessels ; and whilst Charles 
greedily swallowed the refreshing beverage, the women and children crowded 
round the travellers, laughing and talking in their usual frank, good- 
humoured manner, examining with great marks of astonishment the various 
parts of Kate’s dress, and asking innumerable questions, which Kate, being 
ignorant of their language, could only reply to by smiling kindly, and 
patting the heads of the children. But there was one woman, a pretty, in- 
teresting young creature, apparently not more than eighteen or nineteen years 
of age, who took no share in the noisy conversation, but sat apart from the 
others, wrapped up in the ample folds of her mantle, and watching, with a look 
of melancholy interest, the childish gambols of a fine boy of about two 
years of age, who frisked about the green, now gazing in wonder at the 
strangers, and now flying, half in fear and half in play, to the protection of 
his mother’s arms. 

It was evident, from her appearance, that she was soon again to become 
a mother; and there was altogether something so interesting in her 
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appearance^ that Kate, whose heart was ever ready to sympathise in the 
grief of others, begged of one of the bearers to inquire why it was she looked 
so sad. 

On being addressed, the poor girl raised her large expressive eyes from 
the ground, and fixed them upon the face of the speaker with a vacant stare, 
as if her thoughts had been so much abstracted, that she did not at first 
understand the import of the question ; but on its being repeated in rather 
an impatient tone, she slowly withdrew the folds of her mantle, pointed to 
her hair, which, instead of flowing in ringlets like that of her companions, 
was cropped close to her head, and clasping her child to her breast, burst into 
a passionate flood of tears. 

Kate did aU in her power to soothe and comfort her ; but, even with the 
assistance of some httle trinkets which she gave her, it was some time 
before she was sufiiciently composed to express her thanks. 

It was only now that Kate became aware of the custom which prevails 
among the Todah women of cutting off their hair as a token of grief, on the 
occasion of their becoming widows. 

This young creature had lost her favourite husband, only a few days before, 
which accounted for her sudden burst of grief, and the expressive manner 
in which she pointed to her shorn locks as an explanation of it. 

You will smile, gentle reader, at the idea of a poor savage woman 
mourning so deeply for the death of a favourite husband. But they have 
warm hearts, these Todah women, and a natural refinement of feehng, in 
spite of their barbarous custom of indulging in a plurality of husbands. 

The injuries which Charles had received confined him to his room for 
some weeks after his return to Ootacamund; and instead of joining his 
regiment at the time he purposed, he was obliged to forward a sick certifi- 
cate signed by Dr. M^Phee. 

This respite he would, at any other time, have considered cheaply 
purchased, even at the expense of his wounds ; but now that his regiment 
was in daily expectation of an order to take the field against the Maharattahs, 
the ardent spirit of the young soldier could ill brook the confinement of a 
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sick room : and even the pleasure he derived from the constant society of 
his beloved cousin hardly enabled him to submit to it with becoming patience. 

Every one knows how patiently, how devotedly, how like a minis- 
tering angel,” a fond woman watches by the sick bed of one she loves 
— and we can no longer conceal the truth, that Kate’s grateful heart 
returned her cousin’s love, perhaps with interest. We shall therefore beg 
of the sagacious reader to imagine the many long, weary, sleepless nights 
which poor Kate passed during the time her cousin remained in a state 
of fever and delirimn; how, when he became convalescent, she cheered 
and soothed him with the witching notes of her voice and her guitar ; 
how on such occasions our friend Charles’s protestations of eternal gra- 
titude to his fair cousin, gradually warmed into protestations of eternal 
love; how the gentle Kate could not find it in her heart to hurt the 
feelings of him who had all but sacrificed his life in her defence, and 
who even now remained feeble and enervated from the efifects of his 
wounds, by frowning on his suit : and, in short, how Master Charles 
prosecuted his wooing with such good success, that the wounds in his 
heart were healed before the wounds in his body. 

The Doctor’s prophecy was fulfilled. "Charles had gart the bit lassy’s 
heart to melt like snaw off a dyke ; ” and even before the day of his 

departure, poor Kate was constrained to own that cousin Charles was 
all the world to her. 

So far all was well. But there still remained another outwork to be 
carried, in the person of uncle Lorimer; and well Charles knew that he 
must expect to find the old gentleman’s heart somewhat more strongly 
fortified than that of his fair daughter. However, the experiment must 
be tried; so one fine morning, after he had talked the governor into good 
humour, by praising his hounds and admiring his rifles, Charles ventured 
to broach the subject next his heart; and with very little circumlocution 

for he knew that to be a thing which his uncle detested above aU 
o lers — he somewhat bluntly craved the honour of being promoted from 
the rank of nephew to that of son-in-law. 
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Old Lorimer, who was at the moment handling one of his favourite 
riflesj, and giving Charles a minute account of some extraordinary shot he 
had made with it, suddenly dropped the butt-end of the weapon to the 
ground, as if he had been electrified, faced round, stared Charles full in 
the face, and finally burst into an immoderate fit of laughter. 

Marry my Kate ! Ha ! ha ! ha ! Bones of my ancestors, but this 
is a mad world! Marry my Kate indeed! Why she is hardly out of 
the nursery — you have not quite shaken yourself clear of your mother’s 
apron-strings — and yet, forsooth, you must begin to talk of love! Get 
along, you precocious young rascal, and do not let me hear again of 
your putting such absurd ideas into the girl’s head. Love and marriage ! 
— Ha ! ha ! ha ! By mine honour, it is enough to make an honest man break 
the rim of his stomach with laughter, to hear children talk in this manner ! ” 

The worthy gentleman forgot that although his nephew and daughter 
were children in his estimation, the former had nearly arrived at the 
respectable age of nineteen, and that the latter was only one year 
younger; and that although their thinking of marriage at that age 
might be imprudent, still it was natural enough that something very 
like love should have sprung up between two young creatures thrown so 
much together as they had been for the last two or three months, and 
that it was entirely his own fault if he had been so blind as not to 
discover it sooner. But it was so long since old Lorimer had been a 
victim to the tender passion himself, that he had almost ceased to re- 
member that such a thing existed, and had no more idea of the child 
Kate’s” falling in love with any thing but a pet-dog, or a favourite 
pony, than he had of flying. 

Charles was of a diflferent way of thinking ; his pride was galled by the 
contemptuous manner in which his proposals had been received. He that 
had slain bears and tigers to be called a child! a precocious young rascal!” 
nay, to be treated as such. To be told that he had no business to make 
love ! And, worst of all, to hear his darling Kate laughed at for a siUy 
school-girl I Heavens and earth ! the thing was intolerable. He felt his 
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blood boil witbin him ; and had the offender been any one but his own 
uncle, there is no saying to what lengths his rage might have carried him. 
But fortunately his prudence got the better of his temper : he remembered 
that his uncle — savage though he thought him at the time — was also 
Kate’s father, and he therefore replied with wonderful coolness, yet with 
firmness. He reminded his uncle, that although young, he was not quite 
so much of a child as he had represented him ; that he was of good family, 
and heir apparent to a good property; and although he had taken the liberty 
of ascertaining the state of his cousin’s affections towards him, that neither 
he nor Kate had any idea of marrying immediately. He had already made 
arrangements for starting that night to join his regiment, and only wished 
his uncle, before parting, to give his consent to their union at any future 
period which he might think most advisable. 

This old Lorimer would not hear of. And we think he was right ; for 
we hold it, that long engagements between young persons are very unwise 
things, and by all means to be avoided. But he admired the boy’s candour 
and spirit — perhaps his conscience smote him for having treated the matter 
with such levity — and although he still persisted in assuring Charles that 
it was all calf’s love,” he shook hands with him kindly, and told him that 
evening, at parting, that if, when he became a general officer, he still 
remained constant, and Kate unmarried, he might then, perhaps, allow him 
to talk of love. But in the mean time, that he was to banish all such 
foolish fancies from his mind, devote himself to his profession, and strive to 
become as good a soldier as he was a sportsman. Moreover he strictly 
forbade all correspondence between the young lovers. And so he gave 
Charles his blessing— for he really loved the boy— and sent him on his 
way, m a palanquin, by torchlight, with as heavy a heart as ever poor 
subaltern carried under a buff belt. 

We purposely avoid making any mention of the parting scene between 
the young lovers— not that we are ignorant of the particulars, but 
because we feel that it would be a breach of confidence on our part to lay 
them before the public. We have a conscience. Lady I 
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The Doctor^ however^ remarked next morning at breakfast, that poor 
Kate’s eyes were very red, and her spirits at a very low ebb, and his heart, 
as he said himself, was wae for the poor young thing.” 

From this time forth, our friend M^Phee became a more frequent visiter 
than ever at the Lorimers’, and was always a welcome one. His dry 
humour, and eccentricity of character, had long ago made him a great 
favourite with the old gentleman, and, in a very short time, he had com- 
pletely won Kate’s heart also. 

The worthy Doctor, in spite of his broad Scotch dialect and rough ex- 
terior, had not only a heart overflowing with the milk of human kindness ; 
but, when he laid aside his half-affected rusticity, and chose to make himself 
agreeable, he displayed a refinement of mind, and a depth of knowledge, 
which appeared quite marvellous in a person of such uncouth manners. 
His love for Maister Charles” was unbounded, and his name ever in his 
mouth, which of itself, independently of his having been instrumental in 
saving his life, would have been sufficient to render him agreeable in Kate’s 
eyes. But he also took a fatherly interest in herself ; and strove with so 
much assiduity, yet genuine delicacy, to cheer her drooping spirits, that she 
must have been insensible indeed to kindness, had her heart not warmed 
towards the good affectionate creature. 

It was some time after Charles had left Ootacamund, that the worthy 
Doctor was seen one fine fresh morning, striding with even longer steps 
than usual in the direction of old Lorimer’s cottage. He was dressed in 
his best Sabbath-day suit.” There was an elasticity in his step, and a 
joyous air of happiness pervadmg the whole man, which attracted the notice 
of all the gossips of the neighbourhood, and set them forthwith speculating 
as to the cause of these remarkable symptoms in the usually sedate 
Doctor. 

Some maiden ladies of a certain age, who had lately remarked with much 
anxiety the frequency of the Doctor’s visits to old Lorimer’s cottage, felt 
satisfied that the mystery was now about to be cleared up. It was self- 
evident that the Doctor, availing himself of the illness of old Lorimer, who 
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was confined to his room by an attack of gout, was now on his way to 
make his proposals to Miss Lorimer, and probably to arrange plans for an 
elopement. They had long ago seen through the old wretch’s designs, and 
wondered how dear good-natured Mr. Lorimer could be so blind as not to 
perceive the very great — they might indeed say improper — intimacy which 
had for some time existed between Miss Lorimer and Doctor M^Phee. 

Others, whose thoughts were less fully occupied by love affairs, were 
satisfied with the supposition that the Doctor had, through the interest of 
old Lorimer, been appointed to the situation of garrison-surgeon on the 
Governor’s staff, and was now on his way to announce the glad tidings to 
his patron. 

Whilst some of a more gloomy temperament had it from undoubted 
authority, that the Doctor was hastening to attend the death-bed of Mr. 
Lorimer, who had been attacked during the night by a fit of apoplexy, from 
which there were no hopes of his recovery, and that the prospect of a good 
legacy was sufficient to account for the joyous air of the hypocritical old 
rogue. They had all along said that M^Phee was not devoting so much of 
his time to the Lorimers for nothing. His affectation of simplicity was all 
very well. But their hearers might take their word for it, he was more 
rogue than fool. 

Our worthy Doctor, unconscious of the many good-natured remarks 
which his Sunday coat and happy face elicited — and which indeed would 
have given him very little annoyance had he heard them — went on his way 
rejoicing, his smile becoming brighter, and the execution of his favourite 
air Johnny Cope” more energetic, the nearer he approached to the place 
of his destination. Arrived at the house, he walked in without ceremony ; 
and availing himself of the privilege of an intimate and welcome friend, 
proceeded at once to the door of Kate’s little boudoir, in which she usually 
sat during the morning. 

By mine honour. Friend MThee, there is something rather suspicious in 
all this. We hope the surmises of our sagacious female friends may not 
prove correct after all ! 
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The Doctor gave a modest rap at the door, and was desired by a sweet 
low voice to enter. 

It was only now that poor M^Phee remembered it might pei^haps be 
thought presumptuous on his part to intrude on the privacy of a young lady 
without being previously announced; and the idea of his having been 
guilty of a breach of good manners brought on a fit of nervous agitation, 
which rendered the poor man’s manner, on entering the room, even more 
awkward than usual ; he remained scraping and bowing with the handle of 
the door in his hand, and could not summon courage sufficient to venture 
beyond the threshold, till reassured by one of Kate’s sweetest smiles. 

I hope I’m no intrudin’ on you. Miss Kate,” stammered the poor 
Doctor, closing the door softly, and advancing towards the sofa on which 
Kate was seated, at the same time smoothing the nap of his hat with great 
care, and stepping as cautiously as if he feared to hear the sound of his own 
footsteps. 

“ Not at all, my dear Doctor,” replied Kate, smiling, and extending her 
hand kindly towards him. " Pray be seated. You know you are always 
welcome here.” 

The Doctor drew in a chair, seated himself upon the extreme edge, and 
continued to smooth his hat with greater industry than ever, evidently at a 
loss how to open the conversation. 

We shall avail ourselves of the awkward pause to introduce the reader 
to Kate’s boudoir. 

On one side of the room stood her pianoforte, with a collection of the 
best and newest music, carefully arranged in a handsome music-stand within 
reach. In the bow-window was a stand filled with flower-pots, containing 
some of the rarest and most fragrant plants, their healthy appearance 
bearing ample testimony to the care bestowed upon them by their young 
mistress. Behind this was a table on which stood a half-finished clay bust, 
surrounded by modelling tools ; and by it lay a portfolio, which being open, 
displayed to view some fine specimens of original drawings by the old 
masters. In various corners of the room might be seen writing materials. 
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books, embroidering frames, and sundry little indescribable nick-nacks 
appertaining to a lady’s work-box, and in front of the sofa on which Kate 
sat, stood a table covered with drawing-materials, and a half-finished sketch 
of the Orange Valley in water colours. The floor was covered with the 
finest rattan-matting. In front of the fireplace a carefully-dressed tiger- 
skin — one of cousin Charles’s trophies — was spread in place of a rug. 
And at the feet of his young mistress lay a tame gazelle, wearing round 
its slender neck an embroidered velvet collar. This too, we rather suspect, 
was a present from “ dear cousin Charles.” 

The walls of the rooms were hung round with boldly-touched drawings 
of some of the most picturesque views on the Neilgherry Hills. These 
were the produce of Kate’s own pencil ; but there were Intermixed with 
them several spirited sketches of animals in a different style, though equally 
well executed, which the Doctor had no difficulty in recognising as the 
handiwork of Maister Charles,” who, he often used to remark, was just 
extraordinar’ for takin’ off* the likeness o’ a wild craiter as natural as life.” 

Kate was seated on a sofa, dressed in simple white, and looking even 
more lovely than usual. The roses had forsaken her cheeks, and there was 
an expression of sadness in her soft blue eye; but this only served to 
heighten the naturally expressive character of her features, and render them 
more interesting. She had thrown aside her pencil, like one whose 
thoughts are too much distracted to permit of their fixing their attention 
for any length of time to one subject, and was hanging in a pensive attitude 
over her guitar, as if overwhelmed by the host of tender recollections which 
the sound of its notes had called up. She laid the instrument aside as the 
Doctor entered, and with natural good-breeding, strove to relieve his 
evident embarrassment, by starting a subject of conversation. 

How did you find my father this morning. Doctor?” she said, thinking 
that the Doctor had come as usual in his official capacity. I thought him 
looking much better when I saw him.” 

I didna gang to see him yet,” replied the Doctor, with rather a sheepish 
air. " It was yoursel’. Miss Kate, that I wanted to speak a word wi’.” 
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With me. Doctor ? ” replied Kate, smiling. 

Ay, just wi’ you. Miss Kate. I hae somethin’ in my pouch here, that 
I was thinkin’ ye would maybe like to see, and yet maybe ye’ll no’ be 
pleased wi’ me for takin’ the liberty o’ showin’ it to you. But it has made 
my heart light enough this blessed morning, and I’m thinkin’ it will no’ do 
yours ony harm either.” So saying, the Doctor drew a crumpled letter 
from his pocket, and handed it to Kate, with a broad grin of exultation. 

Kate’s hand trembled, and the blood rushed into her pale cheeks as her 
eye fell upon the well-known handwriting of her cousin Charles. She 
hastily opened the letter, and strove hard to compose herself sufficiently to 
read the contents ; but her agitation was so painfully apparent that the kind- 
hearted Doctor could not bear to witness it. 

You’ll maybe no’ be able to make it out very readily. Miss Kate,” said 
he, gently withdrawing the letter from poor Kate’s trembling hand. He 
has been writin’ in a terrible hurry, the wild birkie ; and wi’ an awfu’ ill 
pen ; and it’s that sore blotted, I could hardly make any thin’ o’t mysel’ at 
first. But I hae manned it at last, so with your leave I’ll just tak’ the 
liberty o’ readin’ it to you.” 

Kate faintly smiled her thanks ; and the Doctor, after having carefully 
adjusted his spectacles, read as follows; — 


“ Fort of Koolgiedroogj 15th of May, 

My dear Doctor, 

We have taken the Fort of Koolgiedroog, said to be the strongest in 
the southern Maharattah country. It was a sharp business while it lasted, 
but short and decisive. I was fortunate enough to have the honour of 
leading the forlorn hope, and, thank God, escaped unhurt, or rather with a 
mere scratch, not worth mentioning. The Brigadier commanding has been 
pleased to compliment me in orders, and has promised to exert his influence 
in procuring my promotion. So you see I am in a fair way of procuring 
one step at least towards the desirable rank of General Officer — you know 
what I mean. I address this to you, because I am sure you will take the 
earliest opportunity of communicating its contents to my cousin Kate. It 
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will save the dear girl much unnecessary anxiety on my account, when she 
comes to see the rather heavy list of casualties, which I regret to say will 
appear in next Gazette, and in which the stupid surgeon may perhaps think 
it necessary to include my name. I shall write to my uncle by next tapall^ 
and enter more fully into particulars. Tell Kate, with my kindest love ” 

" Ahem! ha! and so on.” The Doctor stopped short, coughed, wiped 
his spectacles, folded up the letter, and returned it to Kate. 

That’s a’ the news worth mentionin’. Miss Kate,” said he ; the rest 
is just bits o’ messages and civeelities, and the like o’ that, to you and your 
faither, honest man, that are no’ worth my while to be readin’ to you. You 
can just keep the letter and look it o’er at your leisure.” So saying, the 
Doctor resumed the smoothing of his hat previous to taking his departure. 

Kate, whose quivering lip and moistened eyelid betrayed the depth of 
her emotion, strove to master her feelings suflSciently to thank the Doctor 
for his kind visit, but the effort was too much for her : she allowed the 
letter to drop to the ground, and, covering her face with her hands, burst 
into a violent fit of hysterical weeping. 

O Miss Kate! Miss Kate!” exclaimed the kind-hearted Doctor, his 
own eyes beginning to fill with moisture. Ye maunna allow yoursel’ to 
tak’ on this way — else I’ll be fear’d e’er to tell you a piece o’ good news 
again — and I’m sure it’s a’ good news ye hae heard the day, barrin’ the bit 
scart Maister Charles got in the bruilzie — but that’s a mere trifle, and, as 
he says himsel’, no’ worth the mentionin’.” 

Pardon me, my dear Doctor,” sobbed poor Kate, extending one hand 
to the Doctor, whilst she still covered her face with the other. Pardon 
this weakness — it is childish, I know ; but my nerves have been so shaken 
of late, that I feel quite weak and foolish. Leave me now, I pray you. 
I shall be better soon, and able, I hope, to thank you as I ought 
for your kindness.” 

The Doctor rose to depart ; but ere he reached the door, the big tears of 
sympathy were rolling fast down his long thin nose. 
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It’s maybe no good manners,” murmured the worthy Doctor, turning 
back and dashing a tear from his eye, but de’el tak’ me if I can thole to 
leave this poor young thing, greetin’ her very heart out, and no’ sae ae word 
to comfort her. It gangs against my conscience. 

I crave your pardon, my dear young lady,” said he, trying to soften 
the naturally rough tones of his voice, and speaking with more confidence 
than he had hitherto done — for his generous heart was swelling within 
him, and fast overcoming the painful -feeling of bashfulness which had 
hitherto restrained him — I crave your pardon, my dear young lady. 
I’m a rough auld carle, and maybe no’ a very fit comforter for the like o’ 
you; but I hae a heart. Miss Kate, I hae a heart, and it’s just at the 
breakin’ to see you takin’ on this way, and no’ a leevin’ soul to say a kind 
word to you. I canna thole to see it, that’s just the truth, so I maun e’en 
speak my mind, whether ye be angered wi’ me for doin’ it or no.” 

The Doctor paused for a reply, but Kate made no answer, so he pro- 
ceeded. 

You will see. Miss Kate, when you read the rest o’ your cousin’s letter, 
that he has made me his confidant, and that I ken a’ aboot the bit love 
affair that’s atween you two. If ye had ony friend to comfort and advise 
you, I wouldna hae ta’en the liberty o’ mentionin’ this ; but as it is, I 
thought it better to break the ice at ance, and beg, if you think I can be 
of ony service to you, to command Jock M^Phee. I am auld enough to 
be your faither, Miss Kate — I feel a faither’s love both for you and Maister 
Charles, and I hae a heart that would carry me through fire and water to 
serve you, so ye needna hae nae scruples about opening your heart to me. 
Poor Maister Charles ! he was terrible down-hearted the day he left this ; 
but I managed to cheer him awee afore we parted, and I dinna dispair o’ 
bringin’ the smiles back to your ain bonny face too afore lang, so keep 
your heart up, my dear Miss Kate, keep your heart up. I ken your 
faither’s nature weel ; he’s no’ sae dooms hard-hearted as he appears, and 
you’ll see that things will a’ come right enough afore lang. And now, my 
dear young lady. I’ll awa’, and I hope you’ll pardon me for the liberty I 
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hae ta’en in speatin’ sae free ; for it’s just as true as Gospel that I couldna 
help it. You’ll maybe think it a daft-like thing for an auld carle like me 
to be takin’ an interest in the like o’ thae things ; but I hae had experience. 
Miss Kate, I hae had sad experience, and though I’m no’ very young, I 
hae a soft corner in my heart yet.” 

Here the worthy Doctor laid his hand upon his heart, and screwed up 
his grotesque features into such an absurd expression of sentimental misery, 
that Kate could not help smiling through her tears. 

And so ye are laughin’ at the auld Doctor,” he said, smiling in his 
turn. Weel, weel, it does my heart good to see the smile upon that 
winsome young face again, for a’ it’s mysel’ ye’r laughin’ at.” 

Pardon me, my dear Doctor,” she said, extending her hand kindly, 
whilst the smile brightened on her beautiful face like sunshine breaking 
through an April shower ; Heaven forbid that I should laugh at you. 
Pray sit down again. I am better now, and feel that your society cheers 
me and does me good. And now that we have touched upon the sub- 
ject, I should like you, if I am not taking too great a liberty in making 
the request, to tell me something of the passages in your past life to 
which you have alluded. You will find in me a deeply interested and 
truly sympathising listener.” 

A-weel, Miss Kate,” replied the Doctor, twirling his watch-key and 
casting his eyes upon the ground, half bashful, yet half pleased at the 
evident interest which Kate took in his affairs. ^^Ye are askin’ me to 
speak o’ that which I hae na’ mentioned to mortal man for the last 
thirty years, and which it wrings my very heart to think o’, e’en at 
this distance o’ time. But it will, maybe, do me good to speak o’ thae 
things to you. Miss Kate, for I ken ye hae a heart that can feel for 
the sorrows o’ others ; and, at ony rate, I couldna refuse you any thing, 
so I’ll just tell you a’ about it.” 

The Doctor drew his chair a little nearer the sofa, took a nervous 
pinch of snuflP, and thus began : — / » 

« When I was young. Miss Kate, although ye’ll hardly believe it noo. 
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I was no’ that ill to look upon. My mither^ honest woman — she was 
a Heeland wife, and had a gae dash o’ the Heeland pride in her — was 
for ever deevin’ in my faither’s lugs that I had the air o’ a gentleman 
born, and that she could never dee contented till she had seen me wag- 
ging my head in a pulpit ; till, for peace-sake, the poor man was at last 
obleeged to give up the idea o’ makin’ me an honest farmer like himsel’, 
and sent me to the College o’ Glasgow to study my Humanities. Findin’, 
howe’er, that he had nae great interest to look to for gettin’ me a kirk, 
and as I was a gae throughother cheel in thae days, at ony rate, he 
determined to breed me up to the medical profession, in place o’ makin’ a 
minister o’ me. 

It was during my visit at hame, in my first vacation, that I became 
acquainted wi’ Jeany Morrison, the daughter o’ a new neighbour of ours 
that had ta’en the next farm durin’ my absence. O Miss Kate I if ye 
had kent my Jeany ye wouldna wonder that I still cherish her image 
in my heart. In looks she wasna unlike yoursel’, and that’s bonny enough. 
And O Miss Kate ! she was as good as she was bonny. She was just 
a perfect angel upon earth, and o’er good for this wicked world. I 
needna tell you I loved her — I did that in my very heart of hearts, 
and I believe she, poor thing, loved me as truly as ever woman did. 
But ye ken the old saying, ^ The course of true love never did run 
smooth,’ and in our case this was verified. Her faither had nae great 
tocher to gie her ; and I, a poor medical student, wi’ very slender hopes 
o’ obtainin’ practice, after I had spent a’ the little I was worth in edu- 
cation, what had I to look to? In short, our parents, although they 
had nae other objection to the match, wouldna allow us to think o’ 
marriage till I had earned enough by my profession to keep a wife re- 
spectably. 

I needna trouble you, my dear Miss Kate, wi’ an account o’ the mony 
difficulties I had to struggle through as a country surgeon, and the mony 
thrifty expedients I had recourse to to scrape tegither a wee pickle siller. 
SuflSce it to say that I, at last, obtained an appointment as medical officer 
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on board of one of tbe Company’s ships, came out to this country, got into 
good practice, and have ever since been able, not only to scrape tcgither 
some little savin’s for mysel’ but to keep my auld parents in easy circum- 
stances to the end o’ their days — rest their souls ! 

It was some five years after my arrival in this country that I found 
mysel’ weel enough off to return to bonny Scotland, and claim the hand o’ 
my Jeany. It was a joyfu’ day to me. Miss Kate, when I landed once 
more on the shores o’ Fife, and clasped my faithful J eany to my heart. 
The day was fixed for our weddin’ — the friends were bidden — and the 
very next mornin’ Jeany was to have been mine for ever. We had strolled 
out, arm-in-arm, among the bonny birk-woods, talkin’ o’ love and happiness, 
and forming plans for the future — short-sighted mortals that we were! — 
and sae interesting was our conversation that it was far in the glomin afore 
we thought o’ returning. Fearing that our friends might be uneasy about 
us if we didna return afore dark, we determined to tak’ a short out which 
obleeged us to cross the burn at the back o’ the hoose, by a ford. It had 
rained durin’ the day, and the water was cornin’ down red and angry frae 
the hills. Poor dear Jeany! she maun hae had some misgivin’s, for I mind 
o’er weel her remarkin’, at the time, that she thought the swirls o’ the 
drumly water looked awfu’ earie in the cauld light o’ the full harvest moon, 
and that she was sure she heard the voice o’ the Kelpie moanin’ up the glen. 
However I kent the ford weel, and was laith to gang a mile roond by the 
brig ; so, like a presumptuous sinner as I was, I laughed at what I called 
her supersteetious fears, and, liftin’ her in my arms, waded into the water. 

We had mostly reached the opposite side — the fire was glancing bright 
and cheerfu’ through the cottage windows, the auld gudeman was standin’ 
in the door, wi’ his white hair glancin’ like silver in the moonhght, waitin’ 
to welcome his ain dear bairn to his arms, and I was just beginnin’ to 
banter poor Jeany on her needless alarm, when my foot slipped on a smooth 
stane — my legs gaed frae under me — and next moment we were swept 
away down the ragin’ water, clasped in ane another’s arms. I was a strong 
swimmer then, but my poor Jeany clung to me wi’ the grasp o’ dispair, and 
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my limbs were powerless. I mind nae mare till I came to my senses, 
mony hours afterwards, and found mysel’ in bed, in the house of poor 
Jeany’s faither. My first thought was for Jeany. I asked if she 
was saved. They didna answer me, but the tears that blinded their een 
told the sad tale o’er week I sprung frae the bed wi’ a yell o’ despair 
that gart them flee afore me, for they thought I was fae. I rushed into 
the next room, and there, on the very bed which was, that night, to ha’e 
been our bridal bed, lay the cold, blue corpse of my own loved Jeany, 
streckit for the burial. O Miss Kate ! Miss Kate ! it’s thirty lang, weary 
years sin’ syne, but I canna thole to think o’ that awfu’ night, even to 
this day.” 

Here the poor Doctor’s feelings completely overpowered him ; he covered 
his face with his hands, and wept like a child. 

Kate, whose tender feelings had been worked up to a pitch of painful 
excitement by the Doctor’s tragical tale, was almost as much overcome as 
the poor man himself, and it was some time before either could utter a 
word. 

The Doctor was the first to recover his composure. 

Xe maun think me a poor silly body, my dear Miss Kate, to gie way 
to my feelings in this way, but I see by that sweet smile that ye dinna think 
the waur o’ poor Jock M'Phee for haein’ a soft heart. God bless you, 
my dear bairn 1 God bless you ! ” 

The Doctor had nearly reached the door, when he suddenly stopped short, 
and turning towards Kate, said, in rather a hesitating manner, — 

I hae somethin’ here, my dear Miss Kate, that ye would, maybe, Kke 
to see. Nae mortal eye except my own has ever looked upon it for the last 
thirty years, but after the kind sympathy ye hae shown in the sad fate o’ 
my poor dear J eany, I would like to think that ye had seen, even a faint 
resemblance o’ her bonny face. There, dear, ye can look at it at your 
leisure, and return it to me in the evening, but dinna say a word aboot it 
to nae leevin’ soul.” 

So saying, the Doctor drew from his breast something carefully enve- 
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loped in a small bag of cbamois-leathera mncb soiled with use, and thrusting 
it into Kate’s hand, rushed out of the room. 

On removing the somewhat unseemly covering of chamois-leather, Kate 
discovered a miniature painting of a pretty interesting country girl, dressed 
in the simple garb of a peasant, and having her fair locks braided with the 
silken snood of a Scottish maiden. The painting, although somewhat faded 
still bore traces of a master’s hand, and there was a look of such sweet 
simplicity in the face of the poor girl, whose tragical fate she had just heard 
narrated, that she could not resist weeping afresh over her melancholy 
history. 

But, Lady, we are forgetting ourselves! — for which we humbly crave thy 
pardon. We promised long ago to dispose of our characters forthwith, and 
retire ; yet here we are running on as if thy patience were inexhaustible. 
We shall despatch, Lady, we shall despatch. 

Know, then, that our young friend Charles, after a short but brilliant 
military career, succeeded, by the death of an old uncle, to a handsome 
property at home. He lost no time in again suing for the hand of his fair 
cousin, and was this ' time successful. He soon afterwards returned to 
England, retired from the army, and is now living with his Kate, who, by 
the way, has become the mother of half-a-dozen fine children, in the full 
enjoyment of the most perfect domestic happiness. 

Mansfield is still a bachelor, and a general ofiScer, well known among his 
sporting friends by the soubriquet of " Tiger Mansfield.” Pie is no longer 
young, but is still universally acknowledged to possess the truest eye, and 
the steadiest hand, of any man in India. 

Old Lorimer still enjoys a vigorous old age, and annually accompanies 
his son-in-law to the North of Scotland, where he rents an extensive deer 
forest, plentifully stocked with game. The old gentleman is no longer 
able to use his ponderous rifle with eflPect, but he cannot bear to have 
the favourite weapon out of his sight. It is therefore permitted to 
occupy a conspicuous place in the dining-room of the shooting lodge, 
where it affords to the venerable sportsman an ever-ready excuse for hold- 
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ing forth on Ms favourite topic^ the unrivalled exploits of his beloved 
« km-devil.” 

The worthy Doctor, to use Ms own words, is still to the fore, and able 
to Mrple about.” He has purchased a pretty little cottage in the immediate 
neighbourhood of young Dorimer’s shooting lodge, and spends the greater 
part of his time with Mm and his wife, whom he stiU persists in calling 
Ms dear Miss Hate.” He is an immense favourite with all the children, 
but particularly with young Maister Charles,” who sits, for hours 
together, on the old man’s knee, listening with cMldish delight to Ms long- 
winded stories about bears and tigers, JMons wild soos, and Ms old 

friend the Forest Ranger. 

Gentle reader, adieu ! We have told our last tale, and now it only 
remains for us to offer thee our sincere thanks for having so long listened, 
like young Maister Charles,” to an old man’s clavers» 


p p 





GLOSSARY OF HINDOSTANEE WORDS. 


Ahha ! — An exclamation of surprise^ or complaint. 

Ameldar, — The native collector of a district. 

A^ah . — native female servant. 

Burrah Shika7\ — The hunting of large animals. 

Bagh-hie. — There is a tiger here. 

BucksMsh, — A present. 

Bangles. — Ornaments^ generally of silver, worn round the wrists and ankles. 

BungaUw. — A house such as Europeans inhabit. 

Burrah Hakim Sahib. — The great doctor gentleman. 

Burrah Khanah. — A great dinner. — h. feast. 

Burrah Sahib. — Great Sir, — A great man.—A term of respect applied to European 
gentlemen. 

Bhot Atch Sahib. — Very good, Sir. 

Bagh. Bhag. — A tiger. 

Bagh-mar. Bhag-mar. — Tiger-slayer. 

Chor do. — Let loose. 

Cumberbund. — A shawl or sash worn round the waist. 

Cumbley. — A coarse sort of blanket, worn by the poorer class of natives in India. 

Cutch. — An Indian province celebrated for a particular breed of horses. 

Coolies. — Men who carry burdens. 

Chuprasee bolow. — Call the tent-pitchers. 

Cotwall. — A village dignitary. — The head man of the police, whose business it is to 
supply travellers with provisions. 

Cowrie baskets. — Covered baskets for carrying provisions on a march. 

Chunam. — A very fine sort of plaster, made from shells, which, when dry, has exactly 
the appearance of white marble. 

Chowrie. — A bunch of horse-hair, or sometimes the tail of a musk ox, fixed into a 
handle, which horse-keepers carry to brush away the flies, 

Dekho Sahib. — Look, Sir. 

Galee. — Abusive language. 

Ghats, or Ghauts. — Mountain passes. 

Gram. — A kind of pulse on which horses are fed in India. 

Gorah lao. — Bring forth the horse.'* 

Gorah^wallah. — A horse-keeper. 

Ho Sahib. — Yes, Sir, 

Huttee. — An elephant. 

Howdah. — The seat fastened on an elephant's back. 

Idder aon. — Come hither. 

Inshallah. — Please God, or, Praise be to God. An exclamation ever in the mouth of a 
Mussulman when excited. 
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Jo hookum Sahib . — It is an order^ Sir. 

Jevnmadar. — A native oflS.cer. This title is often assumed by the head men of par- 
ticular tribes. 

JagJieerdar . — A landed proprietor. — A petty prince. 

Jaggary . — A coarse sort of sugar. 

Jungle Wallah. — Jungle man. — A savage. 

Kallion. — A small portable hookah, or hubble-bubble. 

Koolgha. — A buffalo. — The natives of the Canara district call the bison Jungle Koolgha, 
or Jungle Buffalo. 

Mussaulchee. — A low caste native servant, commonly called a Maty Boy, in the Madras 
Presidency. 

Mahout. — The driver of an elephant. 

Maugree. — A large species of jessamine. 

Nullah . — A small ravine. — A watercourse. 

Ne Sahib . — No, Sir. 

Natch Girls . — Dancing girls. 

Peon . — A personal attendant distinguished by wearing a shoulder-belt. — An armed 
follower, 

Pillaw . — A highly spiced Indian dish composed of meat and rice. 

Puggarie . — The cloth of which a turban is formed. 

Reench . — A bear. 

Ryot , — A cultivator of the soil. — A peasant. 

Shikar . — The hunting of wild animals* 

Shikaree . — ^A hunter. 

Sunho Sahib . — Listen, Sir. 

Swamy . — The Hindoo deity. — ^A term of the highest respect, sometimes applied to a 
superior. 

Tapall . — The mail, in India, is carried by men on foot, who are called Tapalls. 

Todah Mimd . — A cluster of huts inhabited by Todahs. 

Tulwar . — A sword. 

Topee Wallahs . — Men who wear hats. — ^Europeans. 

Wallah I Wallah ! — An exclamation of astonishment. 

Wah I Wah / — Ditto. 




NOTES. 


Athol JBrose /* — Page 4. line 2. 

A VERY delightful compound^ for which Meg Dods gives the following receipt ; — 
Mix with a cupful of heather-honey^ two of mountain-dew, alias whisky.” 

We have little doubt that this was the tipple in which Father Jove indulged, under 
the classical name of nectar. 

Climate of the Neilgherry Hills f — Page 6. line 4. 

I have no hesitation in saying that the climate of the Neilgherry Hills is about the 
finest in the known world. Lying between the parallels of 11° and 12° North Latitude, 
they enjoy all the brilliancy and splendid moonlight of a tropical climate, whilst their 
great elevation (8700 feet above the level of the sea) not only tempers the heat, but 
gives to the air a pureness and elasticity unknown in less elevated situations. A 
meteorological table kept on the hills, from March, 1825, to March, 1826, makes the 
maximum of the thermometer, at noon, 69°^ and the minimum 55° ; the maximum at 
6 A.M. 60°, and the minimum 31°. 

The first Europeans who ever visited the Neilgherry Hills were a party of gentlemen 
from Coimbatoor, who made an excursion to them in 1819* They spoke in raptures of 
the appearance of the country, and of the climate, and, soon afterwards, published an 
account of their tour, in the Madras journals. But, strange to say, this account failed 
to attract much public attention. In 1820, another party, accompanied by a lady, 
ascended the hills. In 1821, a pass was opened to the mountains, by government, and 
some families took up their temporary abode there. Since that time, the beautiful Canton- 
ment of Ootacamund has been rapidly increasing. A handsome church, a military 
hospital, a splendid mansion for the governor, and many good houses, have been erected. 
A bazaar, and several excellent shops have been established, and, for some years back it 
has been a favourite place of resort, during the hot months, for the inhabitants of 
Bombay as well as those of Madras. 

I am so enthusiastic an admirer of the Neilgherry Hills, that I shall not trust myself 
to describe the scenery, lest I be accused of exaggeration, but shall take the liberty of 
making a few extracts from Mr. Hough's book, which gives a very correct account of 
this delightful region. 
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Neilgherry is a Canarese term, compounded of Neil^ blue ; and gherry, a mountain. 
The lofty hiUs, so named, form the nucleus of the Ghats, described above, and are 
situated between the parallels of 11° and 12° North Latitude, and 76° and 77° of East 
Longitude.’^ * * * 

The acclivities of the mountains present a wild and rugged aspect, covered with 
impenetrable jungle, amongst which are seen numerous gigantic forest trees — teak, 
mango, ebony, black-wood, tamarind, &c. &c. But their character too much resembles 
that of other mountain regions in India to require, here, a more particular description.’' 

^ ^ ^ 

“ The scenery of this interesting country it is difficult to describe in adequate language. 
It presents very little of that bleak, rugged, and barren appearance, which is common to 
most other mountainous regions. Peringa and Maika Naads (districts) are composed of 
mountains which vary greatly in their elevation. Some of these eminences are almost 
perpendicular, towering to the clouds, and descending in deep and terrific precipices. 
Their sides are occasionally bare, but more frequently covered with fine grass, a rich 
profusion of plants, and a short brushwood, with almost every variety of fern.” * * 

The vast sides of some of the hills are literally clothed with trees, occasionally 
forming extensive woods — the picturesque copses that fill or border their ravines some- 
times assuming a circular form, at others that of a crescent, which are so accurately 
defined that they appear to have been planted by the hand of man. 

They are adorned with the large crimson flower of the rhododendron, and the 
white blossom of a species of camelia, both of which trees grow here to the height of 
from thirty to forty feet. A species of dog-rose, and the jessamine, in their respective 
seasons, literally bespangle the woods, and perfume the air with their fragrance. These, 
with the pepper vine, intersect the branches, hanging in festoons, and climbing to the 
tops of the loftiest forest trees.” 

So much for Mr. Hough’s description of the scenery — which is rendered doubly 
interesting to the sportsman, by the fact of all these beautiful woods being plentifully 
stocked with game. 

Here is a list of the animals and birds, with which I became acquainted durino* a 
sojourn of six months on the Neilgherries, — and of which I shall give a more particular 
description as they occur in the text. 

The samber, or black rusa deer {Cervus Aristotelis), vulgarly called the elk. 

The muntjack, or rib-faced deer (Cervus Muntjack), a vaiiety of the musk deer— • 
sometimes, very absurdly, named the jungle sheep. 

A variety of the ibex, which, for reasons hereafter given, I believe to have hitherto 
escaped the notice of naturalists, and which I have therefore named the ibex of the 
Neilgherry Hills. — He frequents the lofty precipices ovei hanging the low country, 
and, from this circumstance, has been erroneously described as a species of chamois. 
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Wild hog (Sits Aper). 

Tiger (Felis Tigris), not so numerous as in the plains. 

Panther^ or leopard (^Felis Leopardus). 

Black bear of India {XJrsus LaUatus), 

Jackall {Canis Aweus). 

Wild^ or jungle dog (Canis Familiaris). 

The crested porcupine (Hystrix Cristata), the flesh of which is considered a great 
delicacy. 

A species of black ape^ which I believe to be the Ouanderon^ or lion-tailed baboon 
(Simia Macacus Silenus), 

And the common hare. 

The game birds are^ the 

Woodcock (Scolopax Rusticula), the existence of which^ in India, was, till of late 
years, unknown. They arrive about the end of October, and take their departure in 
March. They are not found in the Low Country. 

The common snipe, the jack snipe, and the painted snipe (Rhynccea Capensis), 

Pea-fowl, jungle-fowl, and spur-fowl (Perdix Spadiceus), found in all the woods, but 
particularly numerous in the Orange Valley, about fifteen miles from Ootacamund. 

And two varieties of quail ; the small brown jungle quail, and a larger variety with 
red legs, the name of which I do not know. 

The Cobra Capella, and other venomous snakes of India, are unknown on the hills. 
I only met with two small varieties of the snake tribe, one black and the other green, 
both of which are said to be harmless. 

The enraged hoar no sooner got a glimpse of his white dress f &c. — Page 17* line IS. 

The idea of poor Heels* adventure with the boar was suggested by the following 
passage in my Indian journal : — 

We had surrounded a sounder of wild-hog in a ravine, and were, as usual, posted at 
the different passes. 

The doctor, who was next to me, had taken his stand amongst some high grass, so 
that the hog — which happened to take his pass — were within ten yards of him before 
he observed them; — he fired at the foremost one, an immense sow, but missed her, and 
next moment the old lady was on board of him. 

The report of the rifle, followed by a savage grunt from the hog, and a yell of 
despair from the unfortunate doctor, attracted my attention to the spot. The high grass 
prevented me from seeing distinctly what had occurred ; but some ten yards down the side 
of the hill, I observed a dark object, kicking and blaspheming in the midst of a thorn 
bush ; — and — God forgive me — I could not help laughing, although, from the nature of 
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the accident, it was more than probable that poor Mac was severely injured. The enraged 
sow, having disposed of the doctor, charged his servant — who was a little way behind 
with a spare gun — got her snout between his legs — tossed him over her head — and 
sent him flying down the hill, right on the top of his master. This made the doctor roar 
louder than ever, and the energetic manner in which he blessed poor blacky’s eyes, for 
falling on him, relieved me much, by assuring me that his wounds were not mortal. I 
tried to avenge his fall ; but was so convulsed with laughter, that I missed right and 
left, and away went the sow in triumph. On picking up the doctor we discovered that 
he had escaped wonderfully well — thanks to his antagonist for teing a sow instead of a 
boar. He had only received a severe contusion, and a pretty extensive abrasion of the 
skin from one of her blunt tusks, which had also ripped up his nether garment, from the 
knee to the waist-band ; — but had the same blow been inflicted by the tusk of a boar, 
the chances are it would have proved fatal. As it was, the poor doctor felt the effects 
of the accident for more than a fortnight. His Maty boy escaped with a few slight 
bruises. 

Mansfield's Peon springs forward,* &c, — Page 24. line 3. 

Your good Mussulman will not eat the flesh of any animal, that has not been blooded, 
and prayed over, either by himself or one of his own caste. He is ever ready, therefore, 
to rush in, and draw blood from an animal, before he expires, for unless blood follows 
the knife, he is debarred from using any part of the flesh. 

« TAwd.’’ — Page 25. line 17. 

Any one who has ever shot a deer, must know full well, the very satisfactory sound 
which I have attempted to express by the Scotch word — thud. 

The remains of the poor fellow presented a ghastly spectacled — Page 31. line 25. 

The first tiger I ever assisted in slaying, killed one of the beaters before our eyes, and 
his mangled body presented very much the appearance I have attempted to describe in 
the text. 

nereis at Mm at all events.'* — Page S3, line 18. 

Bears are often speared on horseback — what is there indeed that an Indian hog- 
hunter will not venture to attack with his spear ? — but the chase is apt to terminate as I 
have described. A friend of mine had his horse pulled down, and narrowly escaped 
being killed in attempting to spear a bear with a blunt weapon. 

Have plenty of fireworks been sent to the ground?" — Page 38. line 13. 

In beating for a tiger in thick cover, fireworks are often required to make him> bolt. 
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Todalbs ^ — Page S9> line 20. 

The Todahs are certainly the finest and most interesting race of people I have met 
with in India. Here is a very good description of them^ taken from Captain Harkness’ 
work on the Neilgherry Hills. 

The appearance of the Todahs^ who may be considered the original inhabitants of 
the Hills^ is certainly very prepossessing. Generally above the common height^ athletic, 
and well made, their bold bearing, and open expressive countenances, lead immediately 
to the conclusion, that they must be of a different race to their neighbours of the 
same hue, and the question naturally arises, Who can they he 9 

They never wear any covering to the head, whatever the weather may be, but 
allow the hair to grow to an equal length, of about six or seven inches ; parted from the 
centre or crown, it forms into natural bushy circlets, all round, and at a short dis- 
tance more resembles some artificial decoration, than the simple adornment of nature. 
The hair of the face also is allowed a similar freedom of growth, and in every instance, 
except from the effect of age, it is of a jet black, and of the same degree of softness, as 
that of the natives of the Low Country. 

A laige, full, and speaking eye, Roman nose, fine teeth, and pleasing contour, 
having occasionally the appearance of great gravity, but seemingly ever ready to fall into 
the expression of cheerfulness and good humour, are natural marks prominently distin- 
guishing them from all other natives of India. 

They usually wear small gold earrings, some of them a studded chain of silver round 
the neck, and rings of the same description on the hand. 

Their dress consists of a short under garment, folded round the waist, and fastened 
to a girdle ; and of an upper one, or mantle, which covers every part except the head, 
legs, and occasionally the right arm. These are left bare, the folds of the mantle 
terminating with the left shoulder, over which the bordered end is allowed to hang 
loosely. 

The women are of a stature proportionate to that of the men, but of complexion 
generally some shades lighter, the consequence, perhaps, of less exposure to the weather. 
With a strongly feminine cast of the same expressive features as the men, most of them, 
and particularly the younger, have beautiful long black tresses, which fiow in unre- 
strained luxuriance over the neck and shoulders. 

With a modest and retiring demeanour, they are perfectly free from the ungracious 
and menial-like timidity of the generality of the sex of the Low Country ; and enter 
into conversation with a stranger, with a confidence and self-possession becoming in the 
eyes of Europeans, and strongly characteristic of a system of manners and customs 
widely different from those of their neighbours. 
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# « * * * # ^ 
Their life being in every respect a pastoral onC;, they do not congregate in towns or 
villages, but every family or the principal branches of each family live separately/* 

For further particulars of this interesting people, I must refer the reader to Captain 
Harkness’ work, which 1 think he will find worthy of perusal. 

In my Journal I find the following description of their huts : — 

‘‘ Their villages, which are called Munds, generally consist of four or five huts, and 
are almost invariably situated in the most picturesque spots, the selection of wdiich argues 
great good taste on the part of the Todahs, I cannot say as much for their taste in 
architecture. 

Todah hut is, I think, the most uncomfortable habitation for a human being 
that ever was invented. In form it is an oblong square, about nine feet by seven, 
covered by a roof like the tilt of a waggon, formed of a pliant species of bamboo, covered 
with turf and neatly thatched, and is not more than six or seven feet high : — the ends 
of the hut are closed up by rough boards, and the only aperture in the whole building 
is a hole at one end about two feet square, which serves for door, window, chimney, and 
all. Four or five persons inhabit one of these bee*hives; but how they manage to exist 
in them is more than I can conceive. I once tried the experiment of entering one — an 
operation which is performed on all-fours, of course — and found the atmosphere so 
suffocating that I was glad to make my escape in less than five minutes.** 


The law of the Todahs allows but one wife to the inhabitants of each village f — 
Page 40. line SO. 

I find this statement recorded in my Journal, but have discovered since writing it, 
that it is not strictly correct. My ignorance of the Todah language, and the circum- 
stance of my having visited some munds inhabited by several men, and only one woman, 
occasioned the mistake. The law of the Todahs, although it allows a plurality of 
husbands to the women, does not oblige them to become the wife of a whole village, the 
selection of a certain number of husbands, from those who aspire to her hand, being 
left either to the lady or to her father. 

The following extracts from Captain Harkness* work wiil throw some light upon this 
curious subject ; — 

Some of the inhabitants from each of the monts we had visited came to see us the 
following day. The accounts they had received from their families, on their return 
home in the evening, having suggested to them one advantage to which our knowledge of 
their language might he applied, and which was to translate into that of their present 
masters the subject of some disputes then existing among them. The opportunity was 
one of much promise, with regard to our desire of becoming better acquainted with their 
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character * and the remainder of the day was passed in listening to their various state- 
men ts^ and in drawing up the following petitions : — 

The petition of Kerswan, Kutan of Murzon. 

I gave my daughter Pilluvani to wife^ to Phori Pinpurz^ Kutan of Koron, about 
fifteen years ago. She was then seven years of age ; and I gave with her a portion of 
four buffalo kine^ two of which were of a superior kind^ and their milk drawn only for 
sacred purposes. Some seven or eight years subsequent to the above period^ Pinpurz^ 
and Swalt Khakhood^ Kutan of Pirkon^ came to me and asked my sanction for Pilluvani 
to be wife to the latter as well as to the former. 

To this I agreed^ and, as is customary, Khakhood presented me with a buffalo. 
About a year subsequent to the latter period, Pinpurz, Khakhood, and Phori Tumbiit, 
Kutan of Koron, came to me and begged I would sanction PilluvSni's being wife to 
Tumbiit also. This I agreed to, and Tumbiit presented me with a buffalo. After my 
daughter Pilluvani had also become the wife of Tumbiit, Pinpurz borrowed from him, 
at different periods, the sum of one hundred and twenty rupees. It is now about a year 
ago that Pinpurz refused to allow Pilluvani to be wife either to Khakhood or to Tumbiit, 
and at the same time refused to give them the customary equivalent. These two there- 
fore complained to Mr. , who diiected that the business should be investigated by a 

Panchayet, composed of individuals from the several Norrs. This Panchayet awarded 
that Pilluvani was to be wife to Pinpurz Kutan only, but that he was to pay to Tumbiit 
ninety rupees, in adjustment of all demands ; and to present to Khakhood eight buffalo 
kine. To this award Pinpurz has hitherto refused compliance, although he will not 
allow Pilluvani to he wife to any one hut himself ; and he has now complained to the 

. The conduct of this Pinpurz is so infamous that I will not allow my daughter 

Pilluvani to he wife to him any longer. I stated this my determination to the Pan- 
chayet, but was overruled by them. I now reclaim my daughter, and petition that she 
may be returned to me.’' 

In a subsequent part of the work the author gives another version of the same case, 
as stated by Pinpurz, the following extract from which may prove interesting, as being 
farther illustrative of our subject: — 

Now, according to our customs, Pilluvani was to pass the first month with me, the 
second with Khakhood, and the third with Tumbut ; and the two latter, waiting in 
succession on the father-in-law, were to ask his blessing, and claim their privilege in 
right. I was to give her raiment the first year, Khakhood the second, and Tumbut the 
third. I had the option of claiming the three first children, Khakhood the second three, 
and Tumbut the third three, &c. 8zc. 

We all three should have been equally bound to protect the whole of the children, 
to marry and to give them in marriage ; hut the superior authority would always have 
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rested with me. The case of Pilluvani^ and myself, however, was at variance with this 
custom. We were fond of one another, and determined not to separate. I offered to 
pay the usual fines, hut the other party would not accept of them,” &c. &c. 

At the conclusion of the narrative the author says, — 

The above detail led to some questions from us, and we learnt that a woman, besides 
this plurality of husbands, may have as many cicisbeos, but with this proviso, that it 
must be with the consent of those to whom she is already contracted, — a consent which 
is not generally refused ; but that a man can only be contracted to one woman. He 
may, however, be the cicisbeo of many.” 

Our hero found himself sprawling on his hack in the bottom of the ravine , — 

Page 45. line 3. 

My brother, George Campbell, of the Bombay Civil Service, was the person who made 
this extraordinary escape from a tiger. The adventure is related exactly as it occurred 
— even to the last long shot at the tiger — with this one exception, that the tiger was 
not in the act of charging any one at the time the fatal bullet reached him. The 
wonderful escape of Old Lorimer is also a fact, although it occurred on a different 
occasion. 

Here are two similar instances of youthful rashness, selected from amongst many 
recorded in my brother’s Journal: — 

Duramul, 26th September. — A tigress hilled and completely devoured a buffalo 
which was tied last night in the same nullah where we killed the man-eater a few days 
ago. The unhappy brute, fastened as a bait, must have sold his life dearly, for the 
traces of a deadly struggle were manifest, and the neck appeared to have been dislocated, 
not, as usual, by the fatal wrench, but by repeated gripes. The long tusks of the 
tigress’s jaw had left many a deep impression in her victim’s throat, and the ground, 
torn by claws, and ploughed up by hoofs, showed that the fight must have been a long 
one. The tigress, although completely gorged, passed the elephant, at the top of her 
speed, before the first rocket had ceased to smoulder in the covert where she had been 
lying. A succession of roars, and that indescribable shrinking, as the ball hits, made us 
feel satisfied that she was wounded, although she continued her long lobbing gallop, 
without showing any signs of weakness. A signal being made, from a tree, that she 
had lain up, we were soon at the spot, a very thick place on the side of the nullah 
We could hear her growling inside of the bush, but from the howdah it was impossible 
to see her; and, when we found it in vain to attempt stirring her up, I dismounted, and, 
under cover of the elephant, peeped in. There she was, looking very sick, and dis- 
gorging large masses of undigested flesh, mingled with her own blood. Her position 
preventing me from hitting either head or shoulder, I gave lier both barrels in the back 




NOTES. 


303 


and got under the elephant's trunk, just in time, for she charged at me instantly. A 
rifle was now handed down from the howdah, and as the tigress lay watching me, with 
her head between her fore-paws, I took her betwixt the eyes, which shone like emeralds, 
and ^ put out the light.' She died, without a struggle, in the same position." 

Hungul, 24th December We have just returned from a very pretty day's sport, 

having killed a fine male tiger, that held out for many hours before the coup’-de-grace 
was administered. A labourer, in walking through a bed of chillies, came suddenly 
upon a tiger, crouching among them, and ran to our tents with the intelligence." — Here 
follows a long description of the hunt, during which the tiger was several times wounded, 
and at last laid up in a thick clump of reeds, on the edge of a small stream. — now 
went up to finish him, having a double rifle in my hand, pistols in my belt, and a double 
gun carried by a Peon, who engaged to stand firm. The tiger commenced growling as 
we approached, and charged out, with a loud roar, when we were within about five yards. 
But the stream was between us, and he fell into the water sorely wounded, receiving 
both balls from my heavy rifle the instant he hurst from the covert. He tried to swim 
towards me, dyeing the water with his blood, and I was obliged to finish him with the 
pistols, my valiant follower having bolted with a spare gun. After a few desperate 
struggles to keep above water, he sank and disappeared. We got him out, and found 
that he had been hit by the first volley, through the shoulder, in two places, and close 
to the heart by another ball ; a fourth had hit him near the spine ,* and there were two 
other wounds in his hind quarters, besides the fatal shots which finished him — two in 
the chest, and one behind the ear." 


And have no fancy to he haunted by your ghost now that you are dead ,” — 

Page 47. line 15. 

The natives of India have a superstitious belief, that unless the whiskers of a tiger 
are singed off immediately after he is killed, his ghost will haunt those who have been 
accessory to his death. 

^^Deer Stalking and Ibex Shooting on the Nbilgherry Hills." — 
Heading of Chapter, page 48. 

The deer found on the Neilgherry Hills is the Samber, or black Rusa deer (Cervus 
Aristotelis), He is a noble animal, nearly as large as the elk, and indeed is generally so 
called by European sportsmen in the Madras Presidency. I unfortunately neglected to 
make any memoranda of the size and weight of this animal, and can therefore only say, 
in a general way, that a full-grown stag stands about fourteen hands and a half — or five 
feet — at the shoulder, and weighs as much as a moderate-sized ox. 
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A head now in my possession measures as follows : — 

Length of skull - - - ■ 

Breadth between eyes - - - 

Circumference of the burr 
Circumference of horn above the brow antler 
Length from tip to burr along the curve 
Distance from tip to tip 

He is found all over India, and in the jungles of the Low Country is said to grow to 
the height of sixteen hands. This I can believe to be the case, from the immense size 
of some heads I have seen, although I have never met with a specimen myself, either 
on the hills or in the Low Country, that exceeded fourteen hands and a half in height. 
The horns are as large, in proportion to the size of the animal, as those of the common 
red-deer, and are nearly of the same form, differing only in this respect, that although 
they annually increase in size, they never acquire more than two antlers — the brow 
antler, and another near the top of the beam. The neck and shoulders of the male are 
covered with long shaggy hair, susceptible of being raised like the mane of the lion, 
which gives the animal a very grand appearance when excited. The suborbital sinus is 
very large, and both males and females have canine teeth in the upper jaw,, like those of 
the horse. The stag is very strong and vicious, and stands resolutely at bay when 
wounded and unable to escape. The natives declare that he frequently attacks the bison, 
and that they have witnessed desperate encounters between them. At the time I visited 
the Neilgherry Hills in 1833, deer was so numerous that they used to come into the 
gardens at night ; and in beating for deer with a party of ten guns, I have killed as 
many as three, besides a wild boar to my own share, within a few miles of the canton- 
ment. 

Kegarding the ibex, I find the following remarks in my Journal: — 

The animal to which I have given the name of the ibex of the Neilgherries is, 
without doubt, either a variety of ibex, or wild goat, although the very inapplicable title 
of Chamois has been bestowed upon it by Madras sportsmen ; and I am inclined to 
believe that it is a variety which has hitherto escaped the notice of naturalists. But this 
point I must leave to be decided by a better naturalist than myself. He is a large 
animal, with a short stout body, and stands very high in proportion to his length. The 
male animal, from which my description is taken, measured as follows, immediately 
after death : — 

Ft. In. 

Height at the shoulder - - - - 4 0 

Length from point of nose to end of tail - - 6 5 


Ft. In. 

1 5 ^ 
0 6 
0 11 
0 7 ^ 
- 9 

2 7 
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In figure he very much resembles the common goat of India ; but is much larger, and 
stouter in proportion to his height. His horns are evidently those of an ibex; — the 
section of them forms a tiiangle, flat and smooth on the inside, the anterior angle acute, 
and the other sides rounded off, and marked with transverse wrinkles deep in front, and 
shaded off gradually towards the rear. The horns are nearly in contact at the base, and 
from hence they curve backwards, gradually diverging, till at the points they are about 
five inches apart. The length of the horn is ten inches. The nose is considerably 
arched, like that of a highland ram. The general colour of the animal is a dark ashy 
gray above, and white below, with a dark line along the back. The eye is surrounded 
by a spot of fawn colour, and the cheeks, fore part of the face, and muzzle, are deep 
brown. The fore part of the legs is dark brown, and the hinder part white. There is 
a large callous spot on the knees, surrounded by a fringe of hair. The hoofs are large, 
coarse, and blunted — the hair short and thick, and of coarse texture, like that of the 
Indian goat; and the male is furnished with a stiff upright mane on the neck and 
shoulders. The smell of the animal is particularly strong and disagreeable, like that of 
an old buck goat. They generally go in herds of eight or ten, and are only to be found 
amongst the wildest precipices, on the rocky summits of the Koondah range, or the 
precipitous ghats which overlook the low country. The strength and agility with which 
they bound from rock to rock is perfectly amazing in so large an animal. They are so 
exceedingly shy, that it requires the greatest skill and perseverance to get within shot of 
them, and their favourite haunts being almost inaccessible to the foot of man, the pursuit 
of them is attended with great difficulty and fatigue, and even with danger, particularly 
if the hunter is so unfortunate as to be overtaken by a fog. The female differs from the 
male in having more slender horns, no mane, a finer head, and being without the brown 
marks on the face. 

Now I can only find two animals to which this description will in any way apply, 
viz. ^ the Caucasian ibex,’ and ^ the beardless goat.’ But in several particulars, the ibex 
of the Neilgherries differs from either of them. 

Let us first take the Caucasian ibex, as described in the enlarged English edition 
of Cuvier’s Animal Kingdom. He agrees with our animal in colour, in his general 
figure, in the form of his horns, and in his habits. But he differs greatly in size, being 
only about five feet long, and two feet eight inches high at the shoulder, whereas the 
ibex of the Neilgherries is six feet five inches in length, and stands four feet at the 
shoulder. The horns, also, although formed alike, in both animals, do not exceed ten 
inches in the ibex of the Neilgherries, whereas in the Caucasian ibex — a much smaller 
animal — they are described as being twenty-eight inches in length. 

The beardless goat is described as bearing a strong resemblance to the Caucasian 
ibex, and, in so far, agrees with the general description of our animal ; he has also got the 
ram-like head, and the mane on the neck. But he difters in having a dewlap, which is 
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Panthers have, on several occasions, been speared from horseback, but the serious accidents 
which have occurred, and which are always likely to occur in so very dangerous a sport, 
have prevented its becoming a general practice even amongst the most daring. 

I cannot pretend to offer, what has puzzled the greatest naturalists to determine, 
viz. a definition of the distinction between those varieties of spotted cats, which have 
been indiscriminately designated panther and leopard. I shall merely remark, that I 
have compared different individuals, amongst which 1 observed variations of colour and 
size, which lead me to suppose that they must belong to separate species. 

Some nearly equalled a tigress in size. Of these, the ground colour was a pale 
fulvous ; the spots, rose-shaped, were distinctly apart from each other over the sides, 
gradually amalgamating towards the back, down which they appeared to form a thickly 
studded line. Towards the shoulders the spots decreased in size, and imperceptibly 
changed their form, into small round dots, on the cheeks and fore-legs. This species is 
exceedingly fierce, and powerful enough to kill the largest cattle. It must have been one 
of these to which a correspondent of the ^ Oriental Sporting Magazine' alludes, in the 
following words : — 

“ ^ I killed a panther at Kirmar, in the Deccan, which measured upwards of nine 
feet, and a more savage and fearless animal I never saw : he charged, and struck down 
a villager who was close to me, and held him down, till I killed the brute upon him. 
The unfortunate man, although dreadfully torn and shaken as a dog would a rat, is still 
alive, but with the lose of an arm.’ 

The other variety which I noticed is much more common. In size it is at least a 
third smaller than the preceding, less strongly made, and less ferocious. Its prevailing 
colour is much darker, the ground being of a rufous tint. The rose-shaped spots, so 
close' as to be almost united, are thickly studded over the whole body, except on the 
head and fore-legs, where, as in the preceding animal, they form small dots. Both are 
generally called panthers by European sportsmen, and cheetah^ by natives ; the hunting 
leopard {Felis Juhata) being the only animal in India known by the appellation leopard. 

So much has already been said of the tiger, that I shall conclude this article with 
the relation of an incident which occurred near the station where I resided. A panther 
having killed a bullock, was traced by a party of Shikarees into a garden. The men 
advanced cautiously, with their matchlocks loaded, and one of them was in the act of 
' taking aim when the panther charged : he fired, and slightly wounded the animal, who 
instantly struck him down by a blow on the head, that killed him on the spot — and 
springing from the shoulders of one to another, without once touching the ground, 
lacerated three dreadfully, before they had time to raise their guns. He then crouched 
in a small bush, where he lay growling at the people, who were hesitating how to 
act. It was at last proposed, by a daring young fellow, to fire a volley into the bush, 
and then run in upon him with their swords. To this proposal all assented, and 
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In figure he very much resembles the common goat of India ; hut is much larger^ and 
stouter in proportion to his height. His horns are evidently those of an ibex; — the 
section of them forms a triangle^ flat and smooth on the inside^ the anterior angle acute, 
and the other sides rounded off, and marked with transverse wrinkles deep in front, and 
shaded off gradually towards the rear. The horns are nearly in contact at the base, and 
from hence they curve backwards, gradually diverging, till at the points they are about 
five inches apart. The length of the horn is ten inches. The nose is considerably 
arched, like that of a highland ram. The general colour of the animal is a dark ashy 
gray above, and white below, with a dark line along the back. The eye is surrounded 
by a spot of fawn colour, and the cheeks, fore part of the face, and muzzle, are deep 
brown. The fore part of the legs is dark brown, and the hinder part white. There is 
a large callous spot on the knees, surrounded by a fringe of hair. The hoofs are large, 
coarse, and blunted — the hair short and thick, and of coarse texture, like that of the 
Indian goat ; and the male is furnished with a stiff upright mane on the neck and 
shoulders. The smell of the animal is particularly strong and disagreeable, like that of 
an old buck goat. They generally go in herds of eight or ten, and are only to be found 
amongst the wildest precipices, on the rocky summits of the Koondah range, or the 
precipitous ghats which overlook the low country. The strength and agility with which 
they bound from rock to rock is perfectly amazing in so large an animal. They are so 
exceedingly shy, that it requires the greatest skill and perseverance to get within shot of 
them, and their favourite haunts being almost inaccessible to the foot of man, the pursuit 
of them is attended with great difficulty and fatigue, and even with danger, particularly 
if the hunter is so unfortunate as to be overtaken by a fog. The female differs from the 
male in having more slender horns, no mane, a finer head, and being without the brown 
marks on the face. 

Now I can only find two animals to which this description will in any way apply, 
viz. ^ the Caucasian ibex,’ and ^ the beardless goat.’ But in several particulars, the ibex 
of the Neilgherries diflfers from either of them. 

Let us first take the Caucasian ibex, as described in the enlarged English edition 
of Cuvier’s Animal Kingdom. He agrees with our animal in colour, in his general 
figure, in the form of his horns, and in his habits. But he differs greatly in size, being 
only about five feet long, and two feet eight inches high at the shoulder, whereas the 
ibex of the Neilgherries is six feet five inches in length, and stands four feet at the 
shoulder. The horns, also, although formed alike, in both animals, do not exceed ten 
inches in the ibex of the Neilgherries, whereas in the Caucasian ibex — a much smaller 
animal — they are described as being twenty-eight inches in length. 

The beardless goat is described as bearing a strong resemblance to the Caucasian 
ibex, and, in so far, agrees with the general description of our animal ; he has also got the 
ram-like head, and the mane on the neck. But he differs in having a dewlap, which is 


E E 




308 


NOTES. 


Panthers have, on several occasions, been speared from horseback, but the serious accidents 
which have occurred, and which are always likely to occur in so very dangerous a sport, 
have prevented its becoming a general practice even amongst the most dating. 

I cannot pretend to offer, what has puzzled the greatest naturalists to determine, 
viz. a definition of the distinction between those varieties of spotted cats, which have 
been indiscriminately designated panther and leopard. I shall merely remark, that I 
have compared different individuals, amongst which 1 observed variations of colour and 
size, which lead me to suppose that they must belong to separate species. 

Some nearly equalled a tigress in size. Of these, the ground colour was a pale 
fulvous ; the spots, rose-shaped, were distinctly apart from each other over the sides, 
gradually amalgamating towards the back, down which they appeared to form a thickly 
studded line. Towards the shoulders the spots decreased in size, and imperceptibly 
changed their form, into small round dots, on the cheeks and fore-legs. This species is 
exceedingly fierce, and powerful enough to kiU the largest cattle. It must have been one 
of these to which a correspondent of the ^ Oriental Sporting Magazine’ alludes, in the 
following words : — 

‘ I killed a panther at Kirmar, in the Deccan, which measured upwards of nine 
feet, and a more savage and fearless animal I never saw ; he charged, and struck down 
a villager who was close to me, and held him down, till I killed the brute upon him. 
The unfortunate man, although dreadfully torn and shaken as a dog would a rat, is still 
alive, but with the lose of an arm.’ 

The other variety which I noticed is much more common. In size it is at least a 
third smaller than the preceding, less strongly made, and less ferocious. Its prevailing 
colour is much darker, the ground being of a rufous tint. The rose-shaped spots, so 
close as to he almost united, are thickly studded over the whole body, except on the 
head and fore-legs, where, as in the preceding animal, they form small dots. Both are 
generally called panthers by European sportsmen, and cheetah, by natives ; the hunting 
leopard (^Felis Juhatd) being the only animal in India known by the appellation leopard. 

So much has already been said of the tiger, that I shall conclude this article with 
the relation of an incident which occurred near the station where I resided. A panther 
having killed a bullock, was traced by a party of Shikarees into a gar<len. The men 
advanced cautiously, with their matchlocks loaded, and one of them was in the act of 
taking aim when the panther charged : he fired, and slightly wounded the animal, who 
instantly struck him down by a blow on the head, that killed him on the spot — and 
springing from the shoulders of one to another, without once touching the ground, 
lacerated three dreadfully, before they had time to raise their guns. He then crouched 
in a small bush, where he lay growling at the people, who were hesitating how to 
act. It was at last proposed, by a daring young fellow, to fire a volley into the bush, 
and then run in upon him with their swords. To this proposal all assented, and 
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advanced to within ten yards^ blowing their matches. Out of six of their miserable 
weapons^ two only exploded^ and they probably were harmless in their effect. The 
panther dashed outj as if thrown among them by the impetus of some projectile 
engine^ and the nearest man was pulled down like a child in a giant’s grasp. The 
swordsmen^ assisted by some Peons, armed with spears^ rushed to the rescue^ and literally 
hewed the panther to pieces with their heavy sabres. But seven men were carried from 
the ground at the conclusion of the conflict ; of these, two never spoke again.” 

Charles and the doctor returned to the road, dragging along their snake in triumph ^' — 

Page 74. line 14. 

This adventure with a snake was achieved by my brother and myself in our early 
griffin age, in the Canara forest ; and in those unsophisticated days was looked upon by 
us as an exploit no ways inferior to Sir Guy’s famous victory over the Dragon of 
Wantley. The incidents are narrated in the text exactly as they occurred, my brother 
having performed the part of Charles, and I that of the doctor. 

Bison Shooting.” — Heading of Chapter, page 76. 

The great forest which extends along the western coast of the Peninsula of India 
being the only part of the world in which that rare animal, the Indian bison, has 
hitherto been found, and the extreme wildness of the animal, together with the unhealthy 
nature of the jungle which he inhabits, rendering the pursuit of him a work of 
considerable difficulty, and even of danger, his name has not, till of late years, found 
its way into the pages of natural history ; and even now the animal is only known, 
by name, to the naturalists of Europe ; no perfect specimen having ever been brought 
to this country. 

The only account I can find of the animal is in the notes by Edward Griffiths and 
others, to the English edition of Cuvier’s Animal Kingdom, and here only two 
authorities are quoted ; the Mem, du Mus. d'Hist, Nat*, vol. ix., in which this animal, 
under the name of Gaour is absurdly described (upon the authority of some English 
sportsman, whose name is not given) as having the vertehrce of the withers projecting 
externally ; and Mr. D. Johnson’s Sketches, &c., in which the following description of 
the animal is given. I quote the passage as it appears in Cuvier’s Animal Kingdom : — 
In Mr. D. Johnson’s Sketches, &c. the gaur is described as a sort of wild bullock, 
of a prodigious size, residing in the Raraghur district, not well known to Europeans, 
That gentleman continues: — ^ I have never obtained a sight of them, but have often 
seen the print of their feet, the impression of one of them covering as large a space as a 
common China plate. — According to the account I received from a number of persons, 
they are much larger than the largest of our oxen ; are of a light-brown colour, with 
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coast of India. They generally go in herds of from ten to fifteen^ and are fouml in the 
morning and evening, in the small open glades of the forest, where they feed during the 
night, on the rich grass and tender shoots of the hamboo, which spring up in these spots 
after the monsoon. They retire for shelter, during the heat of tlie day, to the thickest 
recesses of the forest, where it is very difficult to find them. The native hunters say that 
the cow goes nine months with young, and drops her calf in November, for which 
purpose she retires to the more open jungles, on the outskirts of the forest, to the 
eastward. In the month of May the old bulls are generally found solitary. 

‘‘ The bison is naturally a fierce animal, and particularly so when wounded. If not 
brought down or disabled by the first shot he almost invariably charges, and I have 
known instances of his being the first to commence hostilities. They are much dreaded 
by native hunters, more so even than the tiger — indeed there are few, except the Seedees, 
who will venture to attack them on foot, and I have met with many who refused even 
to act as guides in those parts of the forest which they frequent.” 

The description of bison shooting, in the body of the work, gives a correct idea of 
that sport. The incidents are narrated exactly as they occurred to myself, with this ex- 
ception, that, having no companion but the Jemmadar, I was obliged to finish the bull 
without assistance. 


He is a SeedeeJ * — Page 77* line 3. 

A wild race, who inhabit the jungles on the western coast of India are called Seedees. 
They are evidently of African origin, and are said to be descendants of African slaves, 
who fled from the early Portuguese settlers at Goa, and took refuge in the jungles. 
They are fine hold fellows, and the only Shikarees I have met with who care to attack 
the bison. 

“ Allow me to introduce my friend Kamah, the Jemmadarf — Page 7S, line 17* 

The following extract from my brother's journal gives a good description of the old 
savage as he appeared in his holyday garments, on my first introduction to him at 
Dharwar : — 

Dharwar, May, 1831. 

Old Kamah showed his grinning visage in camp yesterday, looking as much out of 
his element in the open country, as one of his bison would be, were he removed from the 
forest, and turned loose in the black plain. His long woolly hair fluttering behind his 
ears, from beneath the greasy skullcap that covered the frizzled mass ; the sharp eye, 
keen as a falcon's — one redeeming point in his African features ; the independent 
manner ; the springy .step, lean wiry figure, and national costume of a spare langoutee, 
and ample blanket thrown across his shoulders ; the long black matchlock, and well 
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advanced to within ten yards^ blowing their matches. Out of six of their miserable 
weapons^ two only exploded^ and they probably were harmless in their effect. The 
panther dashed out^ as if thrown among them by the impetus of some projectile 
engine, and the nearest man was pulled down like a child in a giant’s grasp. The 
swordsmen, assisted by some Peons, armed with spears, rushed to the rescue, and literally 
hewed the panther to pieces with their heavy sabres. But seven men were carried from 
the ground at the conclusion of the conflict ; of these, two never spoke again.” 

Charles and the doctor returned to the road, dragging along their snake in triumph .'^ — 

Page 74. line 14. 

This adventure with a snake was achieved by my brother and myself in our early 
grijffinage, in the Canara forest ; and in those unsophisticated days was looked upon by 
us as an exploit no ways inferior to Sir Guy’s famous victory over the Dragon of 
Wantley. The incidents are narrated in the text exactly as they occurred, my brother 
having performed the part of Charles, and I that of the doctor. 

Bison Shooting.” — Heading of Chapter, page 76. 

The great forest which extends along the western coast of the Peninsula of India 
being the only part of the world in which that rare animal, the Indian bison, has 
hitherto been found, and the extreme wildness of the animal, together with the unhealthy 
nature of the jungle which he inhabits, rendering the pursuit of him a work of 
considerable difiiculty, and even of danger, his name has not, till of late years, found 
its way into the pages of natural history ; and even now the animal is only known, 
by name, to the naturalists of Europe ; no perfect specimen having ever been brought 
to this country. 

The only account I can find of the animal is in the notes by Edward Griffiths and 
others, to the English edition of Cuvier’s Animal Kingdom, and here only two 
authorities are quoted ; the Mem. du Mus. d'Hist. Nat., vol. ix., in which this animal, 
under the name of Gaour is absurdly described (upon the authority of some English 
sportsman, whose name is not given) as having the vertebrae of the withers projecting 
externally ,* and Mr. D. Johnson’s Sketches, &c., in which the following description of 
the animal is given. I quote the passage as it appears in Cuvier’s Animal Kingdom : — 
In Mr. D. Johnson’s Sketches, &:c. the gaur is described as a sort of wild bullock, 
of a prodigious size, residing in the Ramghur district, not well known to Europeans. 
That gentleman continues: — I have never obtained a sight of them, but have often 
seen the print of their feet, the impression of one of them covering as large a space as a 
common China plate. — According to the account I received from a number of persons, 
they are much larger than the largest of our oxen ; are of a light-brown colour, with 
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coast of India. They generally go in herds of from ten to fifteen, and are found m the 
morning and evening, in the small open glades of the forest, where they feed during the 
night, on the rich grass and tender shoots of the bamboo, which spring up in these spots 
after the monsoon. They retire for shelter, during the heat of the day, to the thickest 
recesses of the forest, where it is very difficult to find them. The native hunters say that 
the cow goes nine months with young, and drops her calf in November, for which 
purpose she retires to the more open jungles, on the outskirts of the forest, to the 
eastward. In the month of May the old bulls are generally found solitary. 

The bison is naturally a fierce animal, and paiticularly so when wounded. If not 
brought down or disabled by the first shot he almost invariably charges, and I have 
known instances of his being the first to commence hostilities. They are much dreaded 
by native hunters, more so even than the tiger —— indeed there are few, except the Seedecs, 
who will venture to attack them on foot, and I have met with many who refused even 
to act as guides in those parts of the forest which they frequent.” 

The description of bison shooting, in the body of the work, gives a correct idea of 
that sport. The incidents are narrated exactly as they occurred to myself, with this ex- 
ception, that, having no companion but the Jemmadar, I was obliged to finish the bull 
without assistance. 


He is a Seedeer--- Page 77* line 3. 

A wild race, who inhabit the jungles on the western coast of India are called Seedees. 
They are evidently of African origin, and are said to be descendants of African slaves, 
who fled from the early Portuguese settlers at Goa, and took refuge in the jungles. 
They are fine bold fellows, and the only Shikarees I have met with who care to attack 
the bison. 

Allow me to introduce my friend Kamah, the Jemmadarf — Page 78. line 17. 

The following extract from my brother’s journal gives a good description of the old 
savage as he appeared in his holyday garments, on my first introduction to him at 
Dharwar : — 

Dharwar, May, 1831. 

Old Kamah showed his grinning visage in camp yesterday, looking as much out of 
his element in the open country, as one of his bison would be, were he removed from the 
forest, and turned loose in the black plain. His long woolly hair fluttering behind his 
ears, from beneath the greasy skullcap that covered the frizzled mass ; the sharp eye, 
keen as a falcon’s — one redeeming point in his African features j the independent 
manner ; the springy step, lean wiry figure, and national costume of a spare langoutee, 
and ample blanket thrown across his shoulders ; the long black matchlock, and well 
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worn crease, marked old Kamah, the Jemmadar and bloodhound of the forest. He was 

actually^ from instinct, following up the trail of R *b tame deer, as he entered the 

compound ; and could not resist giving his wild ^ Whooh ! * like the cry of a horned owl, 
as it cantered past him. The old savage had come in as usual, with accounts of game 
swarming in the forest, and a lament that brandy was not to be had at Dandilly. His 
eloquence always overpowers me, for the very sight of his sporting visage recalls scenes 
of bison glancing through the green bamboos ; samber, with their noble antlers, clearing 
their path through the interwoven jungle ; the graceful axis wandering in painted herds, 
along the banks of the Black River ; and recollections of the many happy hours spent in 
their pursuit, amidst the eternal forests of Canara. Well did he know his powers of 
seduction i and the production of a pair of gigantic horns, the trophies of his last suc- 
cessful shot, settled the matter at once. I gave him a bottle of brandy to comfort him 
by the way, on his return, and promised to meet him at Dandilly.” 

The hall had flattened against the massive skull of the animal f — Page 85. line 4. 

The skull of the bison is fully two inches thick, and I have known several instances 
of the bullet flattening upon it, although, as a general rule, one may calculate upon a 
well-directed shot in the forehead proving mortal. I once lost a bison after having 
planted an ounce ball directly between his eyes, when in the act of charging. He 
dropped, apparently dead, with a stream of blood pouring down his nose ; but before I 
could reload he had recovered himself and made off. I tracked him for some miles by 
the blood, but never saw him again. 

Bjsau Shooting.” — Page 87* Heading of Chapter. 

The black bear of India ( Ursus Lahiatus) is frequently described as a harmless animal ; 
but this is a mistake ; for although he feeds principally upon roots and insects, yet 
from mere wantonness he frequently becomes a most savage and dangerous animal, 
seizing his victim generally by the head, and inflicting wounds which seldom require the 
surgeon^s aid. My brother shot one which had inhabited the same cave for many, 
years, and was the terror of a tribe of shepherds who fed their flocks on the hills near 
his haunts. During the month previous to his death he had killed three men, besides 
attacking and wounding several others. 

On the march from Belgaum to Dharwar, my brother and I sent on our spare horses 
a stage during the night. They were attacked by bears, the horsekeepers wounded, and 
one of the horses so severely injured that his life was despaired of for many days. 

During my residence on the Neilgherry Hills, a beater, in driving the woods for deer, 
was attacked by a bear, and killed on the spot, his chest being torn open so as to expose 
the lungs. 
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The following extract from an old Bombay Sporting Magazine describes an encounter 
with a bear which occurred during the time I was in India. 1 met the hero of the tale 
shortly afterwards, when his wounds were still green ; and can vouch for it that playing 
rough and tumble** with a bear is no child’s play : his arms from wrist to slioulder were 
gnawed almost to a jelly, and had he not been a man of enormous muscular power, the 
bones must have been crushed to pieces. 

Major R , an officer in the Madras service, who was lately stationed here, had 

gone out to a jungle at some distance from the cantonments, to look for a bear, of which 
there are great numbers in this neighbourhood. I may here mention, that those which 
have been killed here have always been found unusually large and savage, and in several 
instances have commenced the attack without being previously molested. After beating 
a nullah for some time without success, he was suddenly attacked by an enormous bear 
which rushed from a thick patch of jungle a few paces from him. 

He had just time to raise his rifle and to fire, before the bear was aboard of him : he 
missed, the beaters bolted, and the only resistance he could make u as to charge with the 
muzzle of his rifle against the bear’s breast as he reared at him. This he did with so 
much force as to wrench up the elevation rib from the barrels (it was a double-barrelled 
rifle), and a quantity of the animal’s hair was afterwards found sticking to it. The bear 
directly seized him by the arm, and he was left without bottle-holder, or second, to mill 
a brute, who was not likely to fight fair, at least according to the rules of modern 
pugilism. 

The major is a man of immense strength, and hits with the impetus of a sledge 
hammer : with one hand he battered bruin between the eyes, and with his feet kept up a 
most vigorous cannonade against his bread basket. The bear constantly shifted his hold 
from one arm to the other ; but the iron knuckles of his antagonist prevented him from 
retaining his gripe long enough to break the bones, and at last both fell together, bruin 
uppermost. The gallant resistance which the major had hitherto made was now getting 
more feeble ; he felt the hot breath of the bear blowing on his face, as his grey muzzle 
was thrust forward endeavouring to seize him by the head, which he defended as well as 
he could by repeated blows on the brute’s nose. In the scuffle they had both rolled to 
the edge of the ravine, and the final act of the tragedy seemed approaching, when the 
major gathered himself up for one last effort, hit right and left at his friend’s head, and 
at the same moment drawing his knees to his chin, kicked out with such strength, that 
he fairly canted the bear into the nullah, and had the satisfaction of seeing him roll to 
the bottom. Upon rising and shaking himself, after so extraordinary an engagement. 

Major R — ■ found that he had escaped with much less damage than he expected : his 

arms were terribly torn, but he was able to walk some distance to his palanquin, and is 
now perfectly recovered. 

As to bruin, although the cross buttock which decided the day might have been rather 
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a rough one, I do not suppose that he suffered much, at least he was never more seen 
or heard of. 

Extraordinary and almost incredible as the above statement may appear, there is not 
the slightest doubt of its truth : it certainly sounds like a traveller’s tale, but I pledge 
myself for the veracity of the principal facts, although perhaps I may not be perfectly 

correct in some of the minor particulars. I feel that an apology is due to Major R 

for publishing this account without his permission ; but it ought to be made public, if it 
be only to show that a good heart and strong arm may save a man’s life when a double- 
barrelled rifle has failed.” 

I could adduce many other instances of ferocity to prove the accusation I have made 
against the bear of India, but I think the above will be sufficient to justify me in 
bringing in a verdict of guilty against him. 

A Wet Night under Canvass.” — Page 107* Heading of Chapter. 

This chapter is a presumptuous attempt, on my part, to give an idea of one of the 
grandest sights in nature, the breaking out of the north-west monsoon among the 
western ghats of India. I have often witnessed it, and it has each time impressed me 
with renewed feelings of wonder and admiration. A good explanation of the causes of 
this phenomenon will be found in the “ Encyclopaedia Britannica,” under the head 

Meteorology.” 

Bushing the tent-pegs P — Page 108. line 15. 

This operation is performed, on the approach of heavy rain, by digging a hole near 
the tent peg, and burying in it a bunch of brushwood, which is fastened to the peg. 
This not only helps to secure the peg by its own resistance, but acts as a sort of drain, 
and prevents the water from saturating the ground, so as to make the pegs draw. 

Riding down a Wolf and an Antelope f — Page 114. line 19* 

These two extraordinary feats were performed, exactly as described, by ray brother, 
George Campbell, of the Bombay Civil Service. I never knew another instance of an 
antelope having been fairly ridden down ; and, previous to his having done so, the thing 
was considered impossible. I have heard of one or two other instances of a wolf having 
been speared from horseback, but only after he had gorged himself with food. 

Charles j who was the last of the party ^ happened to spy the head and antlers of a noble 
spotted bucJcf — Page 126. line 15. 

The spotted deer of India (Cervus Axis) nearly resembles the fallow deer, but is 
distinguished from it by having round horns, without the terminal palm. One antler 
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arises at the base, which points forwards, and another half way up the beam, on the 
internal side, which turns to the rear. The suborbital sinus is small, and the canines 
wanting. They go in herds of fifteen or twenty, three or four of which are generally 
bucks. They pass the greater part of the day in sleep, when it is difficult to find them ; 
but in the morning and evening they may be found in great numbers in the open glades 
of the forest, and among the long grass on the banks of rivers. They are extremely shy, 
and when once disturbed it is hardly possible to get a second shot at them. A four year 
old buck weighs about 178 lbs. 

The Doctors body was free from wounds *’ — Page 13£)' line 26. ' 

This extraordinary adventure with a wild elephant occurred in the forests of the 
Coimbatoor district, at the time I was upon the Neilgherry Hills. The person who 
made so narrow an escape was a gentleman of high rank in the Company's Civil 
Service. I have narrated the facts exactly as they were told to me, by an eye-witness, 
a few days after they occurred. 

The Banshee ” — Page 148. line 7« 

A female spirit peculiar to the highlands of Scotland, and to Ireland. She attaches 
herself to particular families, and is heard wailing and lamenting round the house, 
previous to the death of any of its members. 

Cowrie baskets f — Page 158. line 29- 

Circular baskets, covered with oilcloth, in which provisions, &c. are carried on a 
march. One is suspended from each end of an elastic slip of bamboo, which the bearer 
balances across his shoulder. 

JBoar-hunting.” — Page l67. Heading of Chapter. 

The following remarks upon this noble sport are taken from a book of MS. notes by 
my brother, who was one of the best riders in the Deccan, and has seen as much of 
hog-hunting as any man in India. 

If excitement be the test by which to estimate the comparative merits of any sport, 
hog-hunting must rank before every other. Try it by another standard, its universal 
popularity, the enthusiasm of its followers, and the preference given to it in a country 
where the tiger even is less noticed than the boar, and it must be granted that there is 
some peculiar fascination in this noble sport. Men who have followed hounds at home, 
and shared in all the field sports of Europe and Asia, talk of it with rapture; and such 
a scene of animation, of generous rivalry, and true sporting feeling as is exhibited at the 
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great hunting meetings surpasses any thing I have ever met with elsewhere. One word 
in explanation of rivalry, lest I should mislead. Killing a boar is quite a secondary 
consideration to taking the first spear. This is the powerful incentive which causes the 
keen excitement of hog-hunting, while men are struggling, as if for life or death, to draw 
first blood. There must be an antagonist to conquer as well as a boar to overcome, and 
a true sportsman would scarcely value the fastest run, ending in a brilliant death, 
without an opponent to ride against him for the spear of honour. The slightest touch 
that stains his blade with one crimson drop is enough. He is said to have killed the 
hog, and the others who assist in despatching him, even he who gives the death-blow to 
a furious boar at bay, claim no share in the honour which belongs exclusively to him 
who first drew blood. The influence of this feeling makes men ride with desperation 
beyond what the best contested steeple-chase, or the hardest struggle for the lead with 
hounds generally exhibits. 

Those who have never seen a wild boar could hardly credit his speed. Upon a 
dead plain, like a race-course, a fast Arab cannot overtake a lanky, outlying boar, with 
a start of fifty yards, in less than half a mile. Conceive, then, what such an animal can 
do across a country cut up by deep ravines, many not practicable except by an in and 
out jump. These the boar can cross much quicker than the cleverest horse can follow, 
and his bottom is so great that unless you can press him hard enough to blow him, he 
will run for ever. Hog are generally found in the worst part of a difficult country, and 
they invariably select a line abounding in obstructions. Nullahs with blind banks, steep 
rocky descents, thorny jungles, which nearly tear the rider from his horse, and frequently 
nail his boots to his legs, are the usual variations of ground, which, even in its best parts, 
frequently resembles a plate covered with walnut shells. Over this country the game 
little Arab is pressed at his utmost speed, spurs clashing to get one more stride out of 
him — no holding — no craning — you may throw him down, but you must go your 
best, be the ground what it may. When the boar is overtaken, after a long run, then 
comes the thrilling moment, if a man worth beating is at your haunches. The spear is 
perhaps quivering within an inch of the mark, and every nerve is strained to gain that 
inch, although, perhaps, your good honest horse has done his best, and answers only by 
a groan to every stroke of the spur. Your rival is coming up — his horse’s head reaches 
your knee — he creeps nearer, nearer — every thought is absorbed in one whirling mad- 
dening feeling, the thirst of conquest. The two foaming Arabs are neck and neck, 
panting with fatigue, yet still struggling with the same spirit of rivalry as their riders. — 
First one head is in front — then another — Oh, for one yard more, and the deed were 
done! — Spears are lengthened to their utmost stretch — a blade disappears, is withdrawn, 
dimmed with blood — and the spear is won! — If a boar is reached before he gets blown, 
he turns with great rapidity as soon as the leading horse is within a few paces of him, 
throwing him out, and making him lose much ground, even when well in hand, and 
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turning readily. The second man then prepared to make his rush frequently takes the 
spear • but it sometimes happens that half a dozen riders are thus balked, in succession, 
by a speedy hog, before the contest ends. By this time, being usually too much blown 
to run farther, the boar stands at bay, and charges every one who approaches. — It is at 
this period of the chase that horses are apt to get ripped, without good management. 
Going slowly at the boar is very dangerous ; for not only may a miss occasion an 
accident, but even if you spear him through the body, he can run up the shaft, and tear 
the horse's entrails out. But with a steady, bold horse, you have no right to expose him 
to any great danger. Go at the boar, at a smart gallop, and, as he meets you, strike 
straight down, while he is under your right stirrup, and whether you kill him dead or 
not, your speed will generally save you by wheeling off at the moment of delivering the 
spear. 

« Fox-hunting and hog-hunting have often been compared. I never could trace 
the resemblance. Can you compare a sport where you hunt and kill your game with- 
out the assistance of dogs to one in which they do both ? Can you compare the 
wild mad struggle for a mile or two, at the utmost pace of a fiery Arab, to the 
steady gallop of an hour or more, with fox-hounds ^ — Can you compare the chase of 
a boar, an animal that has frequently been known to kill a tiger, that stands at bay 
as soon as he gets blown, that fights to the last gasp, and displays more ferocity in 
his charge, and more determined courage in his last moments, than any other animal 
I have ever encountered, with that of the fox, which runs perhaps for twenty miles, 
and then dies a poor broken-hearted devil, torn to pieces by a hundred jaws } — 
No, no ! the sports are totally different, and require very different qualities both in 
man and horse. The hog-hunter of the Deccan would be as much out of his element 
at Melton, as Dick Christian would find himself on the Poonah Hills, with a grey boar 
in front, rattling down one of the steep ravines, and a dozen men of the right sort 
laying into him at a killing pace, over ground where an English hunter would knock 
himself to pieces. 

The favourite covers for hog are fields of sugar-cane, bauble jungles, date groves, 
and ravines upon the sides of hills. Those which feed on sugar-cane become too fat to 
run far ; but the boars are extremely savage, always charging as soon as they are blown, 
whilst some refuse to run at all, standing at bay as soon as they are driven into the 
plain. The best hog, for speed and bottom, are those found on the hills ; they are 
always in good wind from the distance they have to go daily, in quest of food, and 
although hardly so pugnacious as their fat brethren of the plain, they afford better sport 
than any others. Hog are found nearly in the same way as tigers, by marking them 
down as they return from feeding, or by following up their trail to the cover where they 
repose during the day. They are very numerous in some parts of the country, and do 
extensive mischief to the grain, from which the natives are unable to drive them without 
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the assistance of large parties. A hundred and fifty hog have been killed at one meeting, 
which lasted for twelve days.’' 

The following rather absurd adventure in hog-hunting is extracted from an old Bombay 
Sporting Magazine : — 

I can't say with what satisfaction I mounted my horse on the 21st, on my way to 
the sugar canes, close at hand, on a dead plain of red soil. We had now lost all trace of 
thorns, the sight of which had become at last almost more painful than the touch : a 
report of six fine hogs had been brought in before breakfast, and seldom as it happens 
that a native's information does not exceed the truth, the reverse was the case to-day. 
We turned out seven, one after another, with just suflScient intervals to allow of change 
of horses and that indispensable meal, a tifiSn. The first six, all fine hogs, were disposed 
of in first-rate style, being each well contested by the whole six, and run into in racing 
time ; but the seventh chase had a feature in it that I never before witnessed, and in all 
probability never shall again. About four in the afternoon a fine sow broke from the last 
of the sugar canes, in most beautiful style, going through the enclosures in a manner 
that would make the dullest man's heart leap within him : stopping for a short time in a 
high grain field, she again broke," going away at a rattling pace, scattering the onions 
and carrots, much to the discomfiture of some half dozen open-mouthed, half-naked 
coonbees. On she went, flooring every thing in her course, till a thick and high milk 
bush hedge in front threatened to dispute her passage : but who ever yet saw a hog 
stopped by any thing short of mortar and brick Nor did the hedge prove a momentary 
hindrance : — had it done so, it would have been nuts for piggy, for immediately behind 
it was a large well, on either side of which were motes, bullocks, and men. To turn from 
the danger was impossible ; so great was her pace, it came to a leap, which proved a foot 
too much, and in she went, whop i and now came a scene which may be imagined, 
certainly not told. The bullocks were immediately loosed, and after useless endeavours 
to get the pig into the mote, the plan was given up, and nooses let down. The time that 
elapsed before she was finally hooked was more than we thought she could possibly have 
held out ; but still she swam, and we at last succeeded in getting a second rope secured 
with a slip-knot round her belly : now came the rub how to get her again on dry land. 
Whether we went the right way about it, may be doubtful, but we set to work at hoth 
sides of the well, pulling the two ropes in different directions till piggy was fairly hoisted 
up in the air some three feet above the level of the well ; still, without ever thinking of 
the consequence, we continued pulling in different directions. It was clear the hog must 
have been divided into two parts had every thing held ; but at this moment one of the 
ropes broke, and piggy swang over to the opposite side : another rope was without loss 
of time secured to one hind leg, and she got once more her fore-legs on terra firma. All 
was not however yet clear, for the peons and coonbees who had been pulling at the rope 
which was still round her had wisely taken into consideration, that when she did get* 
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loose, which must have happened in a few minutes, they of course stood a good chance 
of becoming hog’s food ; a predicament not at all in their line : so that when every thing 
appeared to us ready for a start, we found the rope tied fast to a tree, and our nigger 
friends legging like two-year olds through the onions. To undo the knot was impossible : 
at last it was cut, and to our astonishment the pig, instead of bolting, began to turn 
round and round in whirligig fashion at a furious rate, squeaking most determinedly. 
We, except one who had still hold of the rope, round her leg, were sitting on our horses, 
laughing enough to kill ourselves, when suddenly the slip-knot, which up to this time 
was awfully tight round her belly — and which I suppose must have been the cause of 
the whirligig frolic— became loose, and piggy got a sight of us on the full grin. Piqued 
no doubt at such untimely mirth, she instantly charged the nearest of the merry, but my 
friend had still hold of her leg, and succeeded at first in stopping her. Pull devil, pull 
baker, followed for some seconds, when, in spite of his strength (no trifle), she made good 
a charge at the rider on the nearest horse : his spear missed, and the next instant her 
snout struck his leg with such violence that he was aU but unhorsed, and so much in- 
jured, that he could scarce put his leg to the saddle. It was now high time to let go 
the rope, which was scarcely done when she dashed back for the onions, and regularly 
followed the first man on horseback she met, turning like a dog with him, and finally 
charging from behind right on to him, in spite of being speared in the attempt : it took 
the joint efforts of the rest to again run up to and finally despatch her, within a few 
yards of a sugar-cane, which was not however accomplished without her having severely 
bitten one horse and made several shrewd attempts to disable another ; nor did she give 
in till spears from all sides stuck in her like porcupines’ quills, dying without a word, in 
the garaest way we had witnessed during the meeting.” ^ 


Now for the epear of honour y — Page 173. line 24. 

I have already, in the preceding note, sufficiently explained what is meant by the 
spear of honour. The following extract from my brother's Sporting Journal affords a 
curious instance of taking a spear cleverly. After describing the first part of the run 
he thus continues : — ’ 

By the time we had forded the nullah, the boar was a full mile ahead, maldno- 
strong running for a distant cover, across a country admirably adapted for showing the 
difference between a real hunter and a thing to canter on a parade ground. The nullahs 
were so numerous, that an in and out jump occurred at every hundred yards, and it re- 
tired most determined cramming to keep the boar in sight at all. The pace was 

beginning to tell S pulled up lame. R ’s long-legged dragoon, from not 

being quick enough m getting over the nullahs, was a long wav behind. And the hoar 
was champing his foaming tusks with very little running left in him, when I came np, 



ISrOTES. 


321 


after a gallop of four miles. He tried to throw me out by practising some of his cunning 

tricks in a ravine, and I feared now that chance might lose me the spear, for R was 

coming up, hand over hand, whilst we were playing at hide and seek. However, I 
caught him at last, by cutting off his retreat to the bank, and he stood at hay. Chal- 
lenger, now pretty well blown, poked out his little sturdy fore-legs, refusing to move an 
inch, whilst the boar, with his back to a bush, planted himself directly in front, gnashing 

his tusks, and twinkling his fiery grey eye, just out of reach, R was spurring up his 

sinking horse close behind. I shall lose the spear, after all, from the brute’s obstinacy. 
There was just a chance remaining. Reaching over my horse’s neck I made a long 
stretch and succeeded in pricking the boar’s snout. On he came like lightning. I threw 
myself back, reversed my spear, and just as he was under my right stirrup, a straight joh^ 
between the shoulder-blades, sent him down with a stream of blood and foam gushing 
from his mouth. 

^ Just in time ! ’ cried R , as he galloped up — * I thought I might have had it 

yet.’ ” 

The Man-eater.” — Page 186. Heading of Chapter. 

The term man-eater is applied to those tigers, which, deserting their usual haunts in 
the jungle, frequent the neighbourhood of villages, and prey chiefly on men. They are 
almost invariably found to be old animals, and generally females. They are usually very 
cunning and cowardly. 

The following remarks upon the tiger, written by my brother, may prove interesting : — 

‘‘ It was my lot to be stationed, for several years, in a remote part of our Indian pos- 
sessions, adjoining the Mysore frontier, and in the immediate vicinity of the great chain 
of Western Ghauts. In the pathless thickets of their eternal forests, untrodden by the 
foot of man, the tigress reared her young, and wandered, with her savage partner, into 
the smaller jungles of the plain, proving a scourge that drove every feeling of security from 
the humble dwellings of the wretched inhabitants. 

In such a country, inhabited by the poorest classes, living in small villages surrounded 
by jungle, and forced to seek their subsistence amongst the tiger’s haunts, numerous 
casualties, of course, occurred, and I had frequent opportunities of studying the habits, 
and witnessing the ravages of this formidable animal. Some idea may be formed of the 
havoc committed by tigers, when I mention, from returns made to government, that, in 
one districts three hundred men, and five thousand head of cattle were destroyed during 
three years. 

Whilst confined to the forest, the tiger is comparatively harmless. There, feeding 
principally on deer, he rarely encounters man, and when the solitary hunter does meet 
the grim tyrant of the woods, instinctive fear of the human race makes the striped monster 
avoid him. But in the open country he becomes dangerous. Pressed by hunger, he 
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seeks his prey in the neighbourhood of villages^ and carries off cattle before the herds- 
man's eyes. Still he rarely ventures to attack man^ unless provoked, or urged to despe- 
ration. But under whatever circumstances, human blood is once tasted, the spell of fear 
is for ever broken ; the tiger's nature is changed ; he deserts the jungle, and haunts the 
very doors of his victims. Cattle pass unheeded, but their driver is carried off; and 
from that time the tiger becomes a man-eater. 

A notorious old tigress, which I assisted in killing some years ago, used to lie in 
wait near the ford of a rivulet, daily crossed by travellers, and after carrying off several 
mail-bearers, she became so dreaded, that the road which passed her haunt was deserted. 
For years she had frequented the same covert; repeated attempts had been made to 
destroy her ; she had been caught in nets, and pit-falls, but always escaped ; and, at last, 
she became so cunning as to baffle the most experienced hunters of the district. In the 
course of a tour through the province, accompanied by a friend, we encamped close to 
the scene of her depredations. Our Shikarees, always on the look-out for information 
of tigers, heard of her, and most fortunately hit upon her trail next morning. It was 
followed up, into a small, but impenetrable clump of brushwood on the banks of the 
rivulet, which was surrounded so effectually as to render escape impossible, till our 
elephant arrived. He was a very good one, and beat the thicket, inch by inch, wherever 
it was practicable ; wading through masses of interwoven creepers, and tearing down 
trees which opposed his progress, without once hearing a growl, or observing a symptom 
of our game. Finding that we could not thus dislodge her, the elephant was withdrawn, 
and showers of rockets, and other combustibles, were thrown into the covert, whilst we 
posted ourselves on a tree, which commanded a view of the whole clump. It was soon 
in a blaze, and when the whole had become one vast sheet of flame, the heat grew so in- 
tolerable, that we were obliged to abandon our post. My friend had already reached the 
ground, and I was in the act of dropping from a branch, when the tigress burst from the 
midst of the flames, lashing her sides with her tail, and roaring furiously. We fired, 
and broke her leg by a rifle ball. Fortunately she did not charge, for we weie both 
completely in her power. She appeared stupified by the smoke, and crept into a date 
bush, where she lay concealed till we remounted the elephant. We found her lying like 
a hare in its form, in which position she received several shots, without making the 
slightest show of resistance. Nothing would induce her to charge, and, after skulking 
from one extremity of the thicket to the other, the fatal shot was at last administered. 
This tigress evinced, both in appearance and disposition, all the marks of a true man- 
eater. Her skull bore the traces of great age, the sutures being unusually closed, and 
the teeth worn nearly to stumps. She was not much larger than a panther; her fur 
was mangy ; and her lean gaunt figure seemed diseased by the human flesh on whicli 
she fed. 

I recollect another instance of a man-eater obstinately remaining in a small patch of 
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jungle till it was burnt down around him. We could see him^ completely exposed^ sit- 
ting on his haunches, surrounded by fire ; his hoarse roar rising above the fierce crackling 
of the flames ; his glaring eyeballs rolling from side to side, watching the rockets which 
fell thick around him ; his natural size magnified in the intense glare of light ; and his 
brilliant colours glowing with unnatural brightness. At last the heat became intolerable ; 
the flames scorched him. Uttering a roar that startled even the old Shikaree who 
stood beside me, he sprang, with one tremendous bound, over the blazing barrier, and 
dropped dead the instant he alighted. In both these cases rockets were used unsparingly, 
without forcing the tiger to quit his strong-hold. But, in general, fiieworks prove most 
effectual in beating up tigers, and the strongest covers may thus be driven, without 
exposing the beaters to any danger. 

To give an idea of the muscular strength possessed by a tiger, I shall mention two 
remarkable instances, from among many that have come under my observation. A 
bullock was killed by a tiger near our encampment, on the banks of the Tumboodra, in 
a field enclosed by a hedge of prickly pear, about six feet high. The carcass, still warm, 
was observed by some persons, who brought intelligence to the tents. On going to the 
spot we found the carcass of the bullock, partly devoured, on the outside of the hedge ; 
not a branch was ruffled, and the only clue to account for its removal were the deeply 
impressed foot-prints of a large tiger, where he must have sprung over the barrier with 
his prey in his jaws. The impossibility of the bullock having been carried there in 
any other way, alone convinced us, otherwise we could not have believed that an 
animal weighing under 600 lb. could have exerted such prodigious strength. I have 
weighed many tigers, and found that full-grown males attained the weight of 500 lb. ; 
larger specimens might probably be found, but I should think that none exceeded 
600 lb. Any one who has studied the anatomical structure of the tiger, would, however, 
more readily believe the power he can exert. The fore-leg is the most beautiful piece 
of mechanism conceivable, measuring upwards of two feet in circumference, and dis- 
playing a mass of sinew and muscle to be found only in that most formidable weapon 
of the most agile and destructive of all animals. His jaws, neck, and shoulders evince 
corresponding strength ; and if it be considered that the cattle of India are, in general, 
less heavy than a tiger, this extraordinary feat appears less impossible. 

The other instance to which I alluded was the following: — Four very fine large 
oxen, harnessed in the same team, were destroyed by a tiger, while their owner was 
driving them in the plough. He described their death as the work of a few seconds. 
When in the act of turning his cattle, at the end of a furrow, a tiger sprang from some 
bushes on the leading bullock, broke his neck by a single wrench, and before the 
other terrified animals could disengage themselves, all were overcome in the same 
manner. Their owner fled to a tree, from whence he saw the monster finish his work 
of death, and then trot back to the jungle, without touching the bodies, as if he had 
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done it from mere love of slaughter, and not to satisfy the cravings of hunger. I 
saw the hullocks immediately after they had been killed ; one of them had been 
thrown backwards with such force, that his horns were driven a considerable depth into 
the ground. 

It is a common opinion, and as a general rule correct, that tigers, in their wild 
state, devour only what they have killed. But there are exceptions. A Peon, in my 
employment, who was watching a jungle, at day-break, observed a tigress, with four 
cubs, feeding upon a buffalo which had died of disease on the preceding day. W e 
killed the tigress some hours afterwards, and saw from the buffalo's torn remains that 
the man's account was correct. Still more unusual was a circumstance which occurred 
in Kandeesh. An officer stationed there having shot a tigress from his elephant, sent 
out people, on his return to camp, to bring home the spoils. To his astonishment 
they came back, declaring that the tigress was still alive, and that she had charged 
them as soon as they came in sight. So incredible a story was laughed at ; but to 
satisfy the people the gentleman returned, with an elephant, to the spot, and was 
amazed to find a second tiger greedily devouring the body of the first. This one 
also was shot, after a desperate resistance. 

All the cat tribe are remarkable for their tenacity of life, and this alone is suffi- 
cient to render tiger shooting on foot a most hazardous attempt. Allowing that a 
man has sufficient confidence in his own nerve to permit a tiger to approach quite 
close, in the certainty of hitting him between the eyes, he is still far from safe. 
Any old sportsman can assure him that a ball through the head is not certain to 
stop a tiger. I have, myself, seen two run a considerable distance, and even charge 
an elephant, after receiving a ball in the forehead. 

Fatal accidents too often occur from men heedlessly approaching a fallen tiger. 
A Madras sepoy was killed some years ago, whilst measuring a tiger which had 
just dropped apparently dead. The expiring brute struck at him, and fractured his 
skull by one blow of his tremendous paw. And it is only a few months back that 
an officer of a native regiment was struck dead by a dying tiger under precisely 
similar circumstances. I recollect another instance of a poor fellow who was ren- 
dered a cripple for life, in the same way. 

It is a curious fact that tigers never attempt to climb, although their form ap- 
pears peculiarly adapted for doing so. Their great weight may perhaps prevent them ,* 
but, more probably, the nature of the animals on which they prey precluding the 
necessity of resorting to this means for seizing them, they do not employ the power 
which they possess. One Shikaree^ whom I knew, was pulled down from a tree by 
a tigress, and killed; but he was not at a sufficient height from the ground to re- 
quire any great exertion to reach him; and I believe, that had he been two feet 
higher, he would have been quite safe. 
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I have frequently shot very savage tigers from trees, at an elevation of not 
more than nine feet from the ground, but never saw any attempt to climb, although 
they saw plainly from whence the shot was fired. 

A circumstance occurred, in the Southern Mahrattah country, while I was there, 
which shows how a wounded tiger singles out the man who fires at him. A tiger 
was found in a small patch of jungle, near camp, by a party of Shikarees who had 
been out looking for hog. They surrounded the place, and blazed away with their 
matchlocks till sunset without doing much harm. The tiger, slightly wounded, was 
lying in the middle of the thicket ; and there he remained, answering every shot by 
a roar that deterred any one from approaching near enough to take a pot shot. 
Well, when they could no longer see the muzzles of their long barrels, these sa- 
gacious fellows resolved to squat round the cover all night, determined, if the tiger 
did not die before morning, to make him ^eat some more bullets * as soon as it was 
light. It was getting very dark, and somewhat cold. One of the Shikarees proposed 
to smoke, and while the poor fellow was indulging in a long whiff, that made the 
chillwn glow brightly, a rush was heard from the bushes, a roar rang in their ears, 
and the tiger was among them. The ill-fated smoker, with the pipe to his lips, was 
smashed by a blow, like the stroke of a sledge hammer, and away went the tiger, 
roaring through the stillness of the night. It is evident that the tiger, observing the 
light, fancied it to be the flash of a matchlock, and rushed to revenge himself on his 
adversary. 

In countries well stocked with cattle, tigers prey almost entirely upon them. 
Even the huge buffalo falls beneath his strength, when taken by surprise; but, 
when prepared, he resists, and, not unfrequently, beats off the aggressor. In herds, 
buffaloes, far from fearing the tiger, are the first to attack. I have been assured, 
by herdsmen, that they never felt the least alarm, even in the most dangerous jungles, 
whilst their buffaloes were feeding by them, for no tiger dared to molest them. I 
remember a poor little boy, who had charge of a number of fine buffaloes, that used 
to graze in a valley frequented by a very savage tigress, and four cubs. She had 
repeatedly tried to carry him off, but, in every instance, the faithful brutes which 
he tended rushed to the rescue, and drove her off. One day, whilst playing with 
another boy, at some distance from his cattle, the tigress, with her cubs, was seen 
approaching. They ran towards the buffaloes, who charged in a body as soon as 
they perceived their enemy ; — but it was too late. One of the boys was overtaken, 
and his terrified companion saw him carried off to the jungle, and devoured on its 
edge. He came to our tents with the melancholy intelligence, begging of us to de- 
stroy the tigress, which we did next day; and to our surprise, on reaching the 
ground, we found this fearless boy following his buffaloes, with perfect unconcern, 
through the thickest part of the jungle. He said he was not afraid; he had only 
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to keep close to this bull — pointing to the leader of the herd— and no tiger in India 
would venture to attack him/' 

The natural history of the tiger is so well known that it is unnecessary for me 
to make any further remarks upon it here. But although I have already extended 
this note to rather an unreasonable length, I must add a few words regarding the 
size of tigers. We constantly hear of tigers measuring twelve and fifteen feet in 
length, and I lately saw an account of one, which was said to have measured twenty- 
four feet ! 

But, during a residence of five years in India, I never met with a tiger that ex- 
ceeded ten feet in length, from the point of the nose to the end of the tail ; and 
although I have been at some pains to collect information on this subject, I never 
could obtain any authentic account of a tiger exceeding eleven feet in length. I sub- 
join the dimensions of an average sized male tiger, which I measured myself, with 
great accuracy, a few hours after his death : — 


Length from point of nose to point of tail 

- 

Ft. 

9 

In. 

5 

Length of tail - - - - - 

- 

2 

10 

Height, from heel to shoulder - - - 

- 

S 

2 

Extreme length, from shoulder to point of toe 

- 

S 

11 

From elbow to point of toe - 

- 

2 

0 

Girth of body immediately behind the shoulder - 

- 

5 

3 

Girth of fore-arm - 

- 

2 

7 

Girth of neck - - - - 

- 

3 

0 

Circumference of head - - - 

- 

$ 

3 


I conclude that the measurements of the fifteen feet tigers we hear of have been 
taken from raw hides, stretched out to their utmost extent; and that the enormous 
size of my friend of twenty-four feet must be attributed to some mistake of the 
printer. 


‘■^The Sacred Village." — Page 206. Heading of Chapter. 

The description of the Island of Sevasamoodrum, Rhamaswamy's house, and the 
Falls of the Cauvary, as well as the Hindoo legend relating to them, are given as 
I find them in the pages of ray journal, written on the spot. 

“ Behold that far winding procession^ — Page 213. line 28. 

Since writing the above I have been fortunate enough to become possessed of a rare 
and curious old book, entitled The Voyages and Adventures of Ferdinand Mendez 
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Pinto, a Portugal, done into English by H. C. Gent a. d. 1663.’* Pinto being a gi'eat 
traveller avails himself of a traveller’s license to a large extent, and tells marvellous tales 
of Anthropophagi and men whose heads do grow beneath their shoulders'' — so much 
so, indeed, that he has obtained for himself the honourable distinction of The Prince of 
Liars.” But the greatest romancer will occasionally stumble on a bit of truth in spite of 
himself, and accordingly our travelled friend gives an account of an Indian religious 
feast, which is described in such delightfully quaint language, and — barring a few ex- 
aggerations, which it was not in his nature to avoid — so nearly what we see at the great 
festival of Juggernaut to this day, that I cannot resist the temptation of transcribing it. 

Our author sailed from Portugal, a. ». 1537^ and, after a most disastrous voyage, 
arrived in India. In the course of his travels, in that country, he visits The great 
Temple or Pagode of Tinagoogoo,’' and in the 56th chapter, page 218., thus describes 
the feast : — 

Whilst the feast of these Gentiles^ as also the fair, which was kept all the time 
thereof, endured for the space of fifteen days, with an infinite concourse of merchants 
and pilgrims, that came flocking thither from all parts, as I have declared before, there 
were many sacrifices made there with different ceremonies, not a day passing without 
some new thing or other. For amongst many of great charge, and very worthy of 
observation, one of the chiefest was a Juhile^ after their manner, which was published 
the fifth day of the moon, together with a procession, that was above three leagues in 
length, as we could guess ; it was the common opinion of all, that in this procession 
there were forty thousand priests, of the four and twenty sects, which are in the empire: 
most of them were of different dignities, and called Grepos, Talagrepos, RooUms^ Neepois, 
Bicos, Sacarem, and Chanfaranhos ; now by the ornaments they wear, as also by the 
devices and ensigns which they carry in their hands, they may be distinguished ,* and so 
every of them is distinguished, according to his dignity ; howbeit, these went not on foot 
as the other ordinary priests, for that they were as this day forbidden upon pain of great 
sin to tread upon the ground, so that they caused themselves to be borne in palaquins, 
or arm-chairs, upon the shoulders of other priests their inferiors, apparelled in green 
sattin, with their stoles of carnation damask. In the midst of the ranks of this procession 
were all the inventions of their sacrifices to be seen, as also the rich custodes of their 
idols, for the which each of them had a particular devotion. They that carried them 
were clothed in yellow, having each of them a big wax candle in his hand; and between 
each every fifteen of these custodes went a triumphant charet, all which charets put 
together were in number an hundred and twenty-six. All these charets were four and 
some five stories high, with as many wheels on either side ; in each of them there were 
at the least two hundred persons, what with the priests and the guards, and on the top 
of all, an idol of silver, with a mitre of gold on his head, and all of them had rich chains 
of pearl and precious stones about their necks ; round about every charet went little boys. 
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carrying silver maces on their shoulders, and between them were a many of caskets full 
of exquisite perfumes, as also divers persons with censors in their hands, who ever and 
anon censed the idol to the tune of certain instruments of musick, saying three tiiruvs 
with a lamentable voyce. Lord asswage the pains of the dead, to the end they may praise 
thee peaceably ; whereunto all the people answered, with a strange noise. Such may thy 
pleasure be and so may it come to pass, every day wherein thou showest us the sun. Each 
of the charets was drawn by above three thousand persons, who for that purpose made 
use of very long cords, covered with silk, and thereby gained for themselves plenary 
remission of their sins, without restitution to be made of any thing at all : now that they 
might participate in this absolution, by drawing the cords, they set their hands to it, one 
after and close to another, continuing doing so to the very end, in such sort that the 
whole cord was covered with their hands and nothing else to be seen ; but that they 
always which were without might gain this indulgence, they helped those that had their 
hands on the cord, by putting theirs about their shoulders ; then they that were behind 
them did the like, and so, consequently, all the rest. In this manner throughout the 
whole length of the cord there were six or seven banks or files, and in each of them 
about five hundred persons. This procession was environed with a great number of 
horsemen, that carried staves with pikes at both ends, who, riding all about, went crying 
to the people, which were infinite in number, that they should make way, and not 
interrupt the priests in their prayers : many times, also, they struck those so rudely whom 
they first met withal, as they beat down three or four together, or hurt them grievously^ 
no man daring to find fault with, or so much as say a word against it. In this oider 
this marvellous procession passed through above one hundred streets, which to that end 
were all adorned with boughs of palms and myrtle, amongst the which were many 
standards and banners of silk planted; there were also many tables set up in divers 
places, where all that desired it for God's sake were admitted to eat of free cost ; yea, and 
in other parts they had clothes and money given them ; there likewise enemies reconciled 
themselves one to another, and the rich men forgave them their debts which were not 
able to pay. In a word, so many good works were done there, more proper for Christians 
than for Gentiles, as I must needs conclude, that if they had been done with faith and 
baptism, for the love of our Lord Jesus Christ, and without any mixture of the things 
of this world, assuredly they would have been acceptable unto him. But, alas I the best 
was wanting in them, and that both for theirs and our sins. Whilst the procession, 
together with the charets in which the idols were, passed along in this manner, and that 
with a dreadful noise of drums and other such instruments, behold where out of a 
certain wooden shed, made expressly for the purpose, six, seven, eight, or ten men, all 
besmeared with odours and wrapped up in silk, wearing gold bracelets about their wn-ists, 
start forth all at once, and room being instantly made for them by the people, after hav- 
ing saluted the idol which was on the top of the charet, they went and laid themselves 
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down athwart on the pjroundj so that the wheels coming to go over them crushed them 
all to liieces, which the assistants beholding, cried out aloud together. My soul he with 
thiite. — l*resently whereupon nine or ten of the priests descending from the charet took 
up these blessefl, or rather accursed, creatures, that sacrificed themselves in this sort, 
and i)utting the head, boxvels, and all the other members so crushed in pieces, into great 
Ijowls ma<le for the purpose, they showed them to the people from the highest part of the 
charet when* the idol stood, saying with a pitifull voyce. Miserable sinners j Jail ye to 
prayiny that God may inake yon worthy to be a saint as this he7*e is, who hath now oje^-ed 
hhnselj up as a sweH~>s7nellhig saerifice^ — Whereunto all the people, prostrated on the 
ground, answered with a fearful noise. We hope that the God of a thousand gods will 
permit it to he so. In this manner many other of these poor wretches sacrificed tliem- 
selves, to the number, as we were told by certain merchants worthy of credit, of six 
hundred and more. After these followed other martyrs of the devil, whom they called 
JClvapoo'ans, which sacrificed themselves before the said charets, by most mercilessly- 
slashing themselves with sharp razors, that to behold them how they did it, one could 
not think but -what they were altogether insensible ; for they cut off great gobbets of their 
fiesh, and holding them on high at the end of arrows as if they would shoot them up to 
heaven, they said, That they made a p7*esent thereof to God for the souls of their fathers, 
of their wives, of theh' children, or of such an one for whose sake they did this wicked 
wo7'k. Now wheresoever this gobbet of flesh chanced to fall, there ran so much people 
to catch it up, that oftentimes many were stifled in the press, for they held it as a very 
groat relick. In this sort these miserable wretches stood upon their feet, all bathed in 
their own blood, without noses, without ears, and without the resemblance at all of a 
man, until at length they fell down stark dead on the earth ; then came the Grepos in all 
haste down from the top of the charet, and cutting off their heads, showed them to all 
the people, who kneeling on the ground, and lifting up their hands to heaven, cried out 
with a loud voyce — Let us, O Lo7’d, live to that time wherein for thy se9'vice we may do 
as this same hath done. There were others also whom the devil drew thither after 
another manner. These same, craving an alms, said. Give me an alms for God*s sake, or 
if thott dost it not I will kill myself — So that if they were not presently contented, they 
would instantly cut their own throats with razors which they held in their hands, or stab 
themselves into the belly, and so drop down stark dead ; whereupon the Grepos ran sud- 
denly to them, and having cut off their heads, showed them, as before, to the people, 
who reverenced them prostrate on the g-round. We likewise saw some named JSTucara^ 
mans, men of a very ill look, clothed with tyger's skins, and carrying in their hands 
certain pots of copper full of excrements, and filthy corrupt urine, the stench whereof 
was so horrible and insupportable, that it was not possible for any nostril to endure it ; 
These craving an alms of the people, said. Give me an alms, and that quickly, otherwise I 
ivill eat this ordu 7 ‘e which the devil eats, and bespatter thee with it, that so thou mayst be 
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accursed as he is* They no sooner uttered these words but that all ran hastily to give 
them alms ; for if they stayed never so little^ they straightway set the pot to their mouths, 
and taking a great sup of the stinking stuff, they therewith all to bedashed such as they 
pleased ; in the mean time all others that beheld them so dressed, holding them accursed, 
fell upon them, and entreated them in such a strange fashion, as the poor wretches knew 
not which way to turn themselves ; for there was not a man of the company that drove 
them not away with blows, and that railed not at them, saying, That they were accursed 
for having heeii the cause that this holy man had eaten of this beastly filth which the devil 
feeds upon, and therefore was become stinking before God, so that he could neither go into 
Paradise nor live amongst men . — Behold how strange the blindness of the people is, who 
otherwise have judgment and wit enough.** ^ 

As for the image of Tinagoogoo it was placed in the midst of the temple, upon a 
stately tribunal, in the form of an altar, environed with a number of silver candlesticks, 
and a many of children attired in purple which did nothing but cense it to the sound of 
instruments of musick whereupon the priests played reasonably well. Before this idol 
danced, to the tune of the said instruments, certain ladies which were wonderful fair and 
richly clad.** 

In another place, talking of the dancing girls, our author thus quaintly expresses 
himself : — 

Then began the women to play on instruments of musick, and six of them danced 
with little children for the space of three or four Credo's. After that other six little 
girls danced with six of the oldest men that were in the room, which seemed to us a 
very pretty fantasticalness.*’ 

There is, I think, something delightfully primitive in worthy Pinto's method of com- 
puting time, and his concluding remark is surely the very perfection of simplicity. 

After this long stretch of almost unadulterated truth, I feel it would only be doing 
justice to my travelled friend, to bring forward a few specimens of the marvellotis, in 
support of his well-earned character for stupendous mendacity. But as my limits will not 
permit me to indulge myself so far, I must leave such of my readers as have a taste for 
the wonderful in nature, to seek out the immortal romancer himself, with this assurance, 
that, if they are fortunate enough to meet with him, they may indulge their fancy to the 
fullest extent. 

A chance shot at an antelope or a bustardT — Page 206. line 12. 

The common antelope is found in great numbers on the open plains, in almost every 
part of India. They afford good sport to a man who is gifted with patience, and can 
stand fatigue, hut their extreme shyness, and the open nature of the ground which they 
inhabit, renders it so difficult to approach within shot of them, that there are few 'who 
take the trouble of acquiring that intimate knowledge of the animaPs habits which is 
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absolutely necessary to insure success. The various devices employed in approaching 
antelope arc too numerous to be described here. But the following extract from the 
journal of my brother — wdio was the most successful and indefatigable antelope stalker I 
ever knew— will serve to give some idea of the extreme difficulty of approaching this animal. 

Hudegec;, 1st November. — Antelopes were seen all along this morning’s march, 
twelve miles from Ilookerry, chiefly upon a barren, stony soil, very different from their 
usual haunts, to the oastwai d. I found them shy, and apt to run long distances when 
disturbed, before they settled again to feed. Some of the herds were unusually large, 
containing not less than sixty individuals. After following one of these herds for a 
considerable distance, without getting within shot, it joined another equally numerous. 
Both went on together till they met a third, when there must have been, at least, one 
hundred and t^venty does, and twenty black bucks, besides fawns, collected in one spot, 
forming the most beautiful group of antelope 1 have ever seen. As their numbers in- 
creased, they became more shy, led on by an old suspicious doe, which kept bounding 
along in front, and never allowed the main body to halt. Occasionally a pair of bucks 
would leave the ranks to settle a private feud by a passage at arms, but they never en- 
gaged in earnest, so as to allow me to creep up, and pick off one of the combatants. 
They led me in this way from the plain where I had first found them, within sight of 
Sudegee, nearly back to Hookerry, a distance of twelve miles, gaining fresh recruits at 
every feeding ground they passed. The fights among the males became more frequent 
as they piesscd up against each other, and several pairs would stop at once, to engage, 
some on their knees, with horns interlaced, others racing ux> to each other, and tilting 
with lowered heads, till all the bucks, becoming infected with a fighting mania, selected 
antagonists, and the plain W’as covered with contending pairs, whilst the does and fawns 
watched against surprise. This internal discord proved their ruin, as it has often done 
among men as well as antelopes. I kept gradually edging nearer, keeping carefully out 
of sight of the old skittish doe, who was jealous of every moving object, and, with the 
assistance of some broken ground, stole up within a hundred yards of two pugnacious 
fellows who were too busily engaged to mind me. One dropped to the shot, hit through 
the shoulder, so fatally, that he was dead before I reached him. His companion dashed 
off to%vards the herd ; and all, throwing up their heads together, broke away into their 
long striding gallop, never stox>ping till they appeared like white specks on the horizon, 
leaping up from the cloud of dust raised by their bounding hoofs.'" 

Tlic Indian antelope stands considerably higher than the roebuck, and is altogether 
a larger animal. The horns, eighteen inches to two feet in length, are twisted spirally 
and annulated to within a few inches of the point. The old males are nearly black 
above, and wdiite on the belly and inside of the legs. The females, which are without 
horns, are a light fawn colour above, with a whitish line running horizontally along the 
side, and white beneath. The young males are, at first, of the same colour as the 
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females, but become gradually darker with age, till they attain their full growth, wlu'ii 
they are, as I said before, nearly black. An average sized black buck weighs about 
90 pounds, a doe about pounds. The male of the gazelle, a smaller Kj)ecit‘s of 
antelope, also found in India, averages about 62 pounds, and the female about 4*7 pounds. 

Bustard frequent the same sort of ground as antelope, and arc approuclied much in 
the same manner. The cock weighs about 22 pounds ; the hen from 18 to 20 pounds. 

Tiger Hunting at the Falus of the Cauvary.” — 

Page 217 . Heading of C^hapter. 

During my visit to the Falls of the Cauvary, I encountered a tiger in the* manner 
described in the text, and tried to surround him with nets, which is the method of 
hunting practised in that part of the country. But the nets not being sufficiently 
numerous to surround his lair, and the beaters having failed to drive him in the 
proper direction, he escaped without getting into them. The latter part of the ad- 
venture is therefore pure invention ; hut it might have happened. 

My brother, in his journal, gives the following description of this method of driving 
the tiger into nets : — 

“ A curious method of killing tigers, practised by the natives of the \Fynad country, 
deserves notice. When one of these animals is discovered, the cover in which he 
lies is enclosed by a net, supported upon bamboos of a sufficient height to prevent 
his leaping over them. All being prepared, the villagers, headed by their priests, 
surround the outside of the net, armed with long spears, and, provoking the tiger 
to attack them, meet him as he charges, and pierce him through the meshes of this 
apparently feeble, but impassable barrier, till he falls. A gentleman, who was pre- 
sent at one of these scenes, describes it as most interesting, and exciting in the 
highest degree; for there existed the appearance of imminent danger, although, in 
reality, it was almost impossible for the tiger to reach his assailants. 

Wi' that wee towsie tyke sitting on her back, as conccity as you please 

Page 267. line 21. 

The female bear is in the habit of carrying her young on her l)ack, and wlion 
attacked, frequently charges with a fierce little brute of a cub standing upright oii 
her shoulders, and showing his teeth as savagely as the mother. This, "as the lloctor 
remarks, has a very absurd effect. 

‘^Kelpie :' — Page 288. line 21. 

A water spirit, said to haunt fords and ferries at night. 

THE END. 


London; Printed by A. Spottiswoode, N^-vv-Stjeet-SquanV. 
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